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FOREWORD. 

■*Ir R K Piabhn Ins conceived the idea of 
collecting the chief national songs of the principal 
countries of the world and has asked me to write 
a foreword His selection of anthems seems to 
be good and comprehensive But I do not know 
that 1 can say the same of his selection of me to 
write a foreword lam very poorly Qualified as 
a judge of song and verse I have reached an age 
when it doesn t matter much what one admits 
about oneself and I admit now that I find it very 
difficult to concentrate mi attention on poetry or 
to remember a line of it immediately aftei reading 
it unless vt is something tcemcndousli pathetic 
verv exciting or comic and gaiidj like Bande 
Mataram ( 1 ) King Henry s address to his troops 
( 2 ) and luplin? s Recessional ( 3 ) 

There is another reason whj I feel that I am 
not reallj the right person to write the foreword 
for this volume I hav® no doubt that some of the 
national songs of India included in this collection 
are beautiful in the language in which they w ere 
written But when I am reading the English 
translation of most of them I feel 111 e a fly that 
has been caught m treacle or sjrup I like a sip 
of syrup or even a number of sips but I am not 
equal to bathing in il» 

o\%n opinion which I give for what it is 
worth — and in in> opinion it s worth a good deal — 
IS that India has not >et got -i really national song 
of the kind that it ought to have Bande Mataram 
a IS beautiful poem both m the original medium 



i 


of Bengali and in the Englrh tnnshtions It is 
a wonderful clesciiption of the beauties of ^he 
Motherland It glows uitli colour The ecsfasj 
of expression of lQ\e for the Mother is almost in 
toxicaling Blit though it spea! s mightih of seven 
t> million swords it does not leave one at the end 
on the march with waaing sword m hand lil e the 
Marseillaise or the Battle Hjmn of the Repiiblit 
And that is what a truly National Song ought to 
do 


So many of the Indian national songs in this 
booh are in the form of a dirge or a lament 
Ihese ha\e their place m the national psjchologj 
Some of them are very beautiful ^^rs Naidu s 
Fterml India" and ‘Awale,’ Mnhanimed 
Iqbals Hindustan Hamara" Virendranatli 
Chattopodliya’s 'To Hindustan”— to name otilj a 
few But they do not stir the listener to be up 
and doing Mrs Besant’s WoLe Up India I” is 
anti climax India is called to the fray with an in 
spiring hit, but to the tune of peace bells loiidb 
pealing " We can't win freedom and I cep it hi e 
tint Nor is it tolieavon by singing about the 
Cinrha as oiir Kama Dhenu the Cow of Boons ' 
Somebodj has jet to write the Song of Victory 
for India — the song tint will call her to\i(-lor\ 
instead of urging her to morbid indulgence m 
dirgmg and lamenting 

And I hope that when flie song is written 
someone w lU set it to a time that w ill fiUinglj ac 
companj a march tovictorv and tint its singing 
on public occasions will not be left to half a dozen 
little girls or two little tiojs from an orphanage 
but made the occasion for a mighty chorus from a 
thousand throats — a mighty roar that will inspire 
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our hearts and atir our emotions for the domii of 
doughty deeds. 

If the perusal of this collection of national 
songs of the world inspires the writing of such an 
anthem for the Indian nation it will do a great ser- 
vice to India, In the meanwhile, that apart, Mr. 
Prabhu has made a comprehensive compilation 
that o^ers an Interesting study of national psycho- 
logy and temperament, I do not know of any 
similar publication elsewhere and the collection is, 
1 think, unique. 

One thing that especially strikes one m read- 
ing these songs is, that, just as the best boy in 
the world is every mother’s son, so the most bcauti* 
£ul country in the world, especially dedicated by 
God to be the home of the chosen people, is 
every man’s native kind. And that is as it should 
be. 


B. C. IWIi.WIMAN. 



THE SOUL OF NATIONALISM. 

Some for a gontle dream will die, 

Some for an Empire’s majestj', 

Some for a loftier huminUmd, 

Some to be free ns cloud and wind, 
AE 

And whether all those human lives which 
burn With the brilliance of that flame of passion, 
temporarily lifted oat of the mass of humanity and 
remote, unexplored nooks of obscurity to flicker 
past the stage of the world, are united into the one, 
supretts end of D-ath or merely outlive the transi- 
tion of their various, noble aision and moments of 
inspiration, the alchemy of emotion and spiritual 
stimulus that turns common oVe into the gold of 
divine splendour has but one, essential identity 
It may have a variety of e\pres>ion like the facets 
of a diamond or the petals of a flower, the most 
delicate, intimate cords of human heart invariably 
respond to its music, its fragrance overpowers all 
the senses of our soul, no barriers of race or lang- 
uage render its soft speech unintelligible or harsh 
to the sensitive ear of being The encircling, 
surging waves kiss distant shores, controlled by an 
irresistible, lunar power that radiates from its 
consciousness 

We talk idly of the ideals of Nationalism and 
Internationalism and discourse, with the tinng 
patience and empty verbosity of the png, on the 
conflict that these ideals produce, their incompati- 
b Uty, the very impraclioabitily of their conciliation 
each with the other. We love to dogmatlre and 
and draw thi3,lhatand the other distinction 
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with a mathematica! precision of rules and compli- 
ment ourselves on our powers of logical discrimi- 
nation, our erudition and learning and our respect 
for the current, good com of dtehts 

Yet life IS one eternal flu'^ of experience, we 
abandon ourselves to moods of being, at certain 
moments, it may be, when the strain of the formula 
produces its inevilabte reaction Cliclrw wear out 
like human bodies, their tyranny becomes intoler- 
able and thought wanders with imagination, not 
content to walk the tiresome highway that a fool 
or set of fools had made, at some remote time, out 
of the wilderness of life With the instinct of the 
Spirit of which Mr George Santayana speaks 
with the philosopher's insight and the poet’s magic 
of intuition when he says that its home is the 
desert, the spirit of our thought tramps the mjs 
terious bye ways of life It’s a happy tramp 
,in search of beauty, love the twin principles of 
^lifc th?t redeem humanity out of all sms, dark 
jiesses and bring out everything Itiat is best, purest, 
^noblest m human nature and. bring it nearest to 
'a proud divinitj 

\ Life IS not stagnant, ideals, too, have a life of 
iheir own/ They Just what humanity makes 
.them, what the prophet and seer conceive with 
their gifted vision, and they decay with their base 
uesses awd fresh, ones are born to replace them. 
Whatever IS permanent, jioble, m them, however, 
lives and is born anew and there is not an eternity 
we know of that does not yield to human memory 
an antiquity worthy of pride Dead civilizations 
and literatures if they possessed any real greatness 
or nobility at aU, do not really perish, if they did. 
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indeed, we would not have the hentase of culture 
that we actually have had today 

Do we know what is the ideal of Nationalism 
or of Internationalism either, that could be accept 
able to the greatest spirits of our age? Was it 
approved by Socrates or Plotinus or Plato, who 
were free citizens of the woiltl but who were not 
scoffers and whose love for an unknown, imap- 
proachahle (through physical senses, at any rate), 
world humanity was not marred by the equally 
pure, great love for humanity that lived and mo\ed 
in the State of their domicile? Need we depre 
cate patriotism as a narrow, ignoble ideal that 
makes other nations and a larger humanity insti 
tutions of aliens and strangers? Should it not 
rather embody for us an ideal of Internationalism 
demanding from us the same consideration for the 
now and here of common nationality which we 
protest vehemently and unnecessarily (one cannot 
help remarking) we entertain for the /Arnand there 
of other nationalities and peoples? 

There IS no reason m the world why hnrmonj 
and net conflict should exist between these two 
'isms since they emanate from one and the same 
source of love, love that knows no boundaries anil 
revolts against all tyranny of limit If the image 
of my country were as Tioble as Plato’s greatest 
dream (and I should neicr be content with any 
thing less) it would saddeifiny soul to think of any 
other country on the face of the earth which lived 
in bondage or uiilnppincss or poicrlyand would 
further tarnish that beautiful image and make me 
sluire the shame of that other, unhappy country 
Or else, my love for my country would be worllij 
ofaslaic, the apparent freedom of iiij country 
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would be transformed into the mocldnfi gol 
chain of slavery 

How could, then, that hotrvd phrase * my 
country right or wrong* stand for an expression of 
Patriotism which is one of the noblest passions 
that move the human heart to achieve the impossi- 
bility of approaching difficult divinitj? Slaves, in 
their unthinkable baseness, coined that phrase of 
blasphemy. One shudders to utter it, it is an 
outrage against patriotism, against civilization, 
humanity, against everything, indeed, one regards 
as holy and beautiful and pure My country which 
IS and shall ever remain a free man’s country must 
remain right, whatever happens or it is net my 
country at all, I should be ashamed to call it wy 
country — that is one’s instinctive thought when 
that phrase of human shame is uttered m all its 
nudity of human bestiality Why do we love 
to read national song€ and anthems of peoples who 
happen to acknowledge no physical kinship with 
us, with a secret ecstacy and love? There are 
many such beautiful songs* which send a thrill of 
joy (even slaves have souls which are denied to 
slave drivers) and we sigh with grief when the 
song of a glad, proud heart invokes consciousness 
of our own slavery and shame Can w e analyse 
the emotional, spiritual process which establishes 
kinship between the Gaelic exile out of his country 
and the Indian exile ®i lus own? Why do we 
hang down our heads m shame and join in Mr 
Kipling’s terrible invocation 

Lo, all oui pomp of yesterday 
Is one with Nineieh and Tjre* 

Judge of the nations, spare us yet, 

Lest we forget-lest we forget! 
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and mutter to ourselies "Empira’s mijesty” 
“Empire’s majestj” “what majestyl”? And ue 
beat to the tune of “Marseilhise” and other Com 
mumst songs with a new vigour m spontaneous 
response to the slave’s heart beats Who called 
these beautiful songs hymns of hate, were they 
slaves hhe hs? It’s the triumphal glad cry of a 
young j>rolctan(tle and wc fall under the spell of 
its pure emotion It’s a sacred song of Liberty, 
Hope and Vision of a new world purged of all its 
impurities and sms of other days Prometheus 
unbound would be proud to sing it and shout out 
its note of joj ous greetings over seas and conti 
nents They are mtemationai songs, but they are 
nothing if not Rational, because they make nations 
of free citizens feel alive 


CYRUS 



A (jARLAND of thanks. 

My object in publisliinR this brochure is to 
place in the hands of my countrymen, and especial- 
ly in those of the youth of India, a bouquet of the 
patriotic soniis of all nations, so that they may be 
enabled to get an idea of the nature of the feelings 
which the love of the Motherland has inspired in 
the hearts of men and women all the world ever. 

I am not unconscious of the fact tliat the pre- 
sent compilation suffers trom incompleteness inas- 
much as the national songs of countries like Por- 
tugal, Spain, Holland, Turkey, Persia and the a’airi- 
ous South-American republics, as well as the I eau- 
liful patriotic songs wcillcn in the \'arious languages 
of India by well known poets like Subramanya 
Bharati, Tekade, Nanalal Kavi, and so on, do not 
figvire in this collection. I tried my best to secure 
authentic English translations of such songs, but, 
unfortunately, I have not yet succeeded, I hope 
to include them in a future edition of this work. 

In the compilation 1 have received the kind 
help of more than one friend and the generous 
cotulcsy of several Indian authors, without uhich 
the publication of .a work of this nature would 
have been impossible. I have to tender my sincere 
thanks to Srimati Sarojtni Naidu, Dr. Annie Be- 
sant, Srimati Saraladevi Cliaudhurani, Sadhu T.L. 
Vaswani, Mr. C. F. Andrews, Sir Muhammad 
Iqbal and Shriyut llarjidranath Chattopadhyaj’a 
for kindly waiving the copjTight of their songs in- 
cludetl in this collection. 

I am also indebted to Dr. Pabindranath 
Tagore, Dr. J. H. Cousins, Sj^t. Virendranath 
Cliattopadhj'aya. Miss Rahima Tycbjj, Syed 
A. Rafiquc and other authors for llicir poems 
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to the Rev J C Wmslosv of the Christa 
Seva Sangha and Mr D N. Tilak for 
theit kind permission to publish the English 
translations of tno of the patriotic songs of the 
Rev. N V. Tilak, to Mr Rustom K Irani for his 
English rendering of the Afghan National Anthem, 
to the Acting Consuls of Czechoslovakia and Swe- 
den m Bombaj , for kindly supplying me with the 
English translations of the national anthems of 
their countries, to my friends Messrs JI Govind 
Pai, V M Dubhashe and '* Cyrus” of the “Herald” 
fame for their translations of the songs of Sir Md 
Iqbal Pandit Sr idbar Pathak and Rev N V Tilak 
respectively, to Mr G K Nariman for his helpful 
advice and to “Cyrus” once again not only for his 
hne exposition of the “Soul of Nationalism,” which 
forms the introduction to the present worKt but 
also for Ins constant help in the collection of the 
songs and in various other directions m the pre- 
paration of this brochure 

My especial thanks are due to my dear “Chief,” 
Mr B G Hornunan, for his highly suggestive 
“Foreword ” There can be no doubt, as he 
observes, that India lias yet to produce a real Na- 
tional Anthem the staging of which ' will not be left 
to half a dozen little girls or two little hoys from 
an orphanage but made an occasion for a mighty 
chorus from a thousand throats-i mighty roar 
that will inspiie our liearl«i and stir our emo- 
tions for the doing of doughty deeds ” 

If my present humble effort contributes in any 
way to the evolution of such a truly inspiring 
National Anthem I shall feel amply com- 
pensated. 


R. R. A 
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Indian national sonos. 

BANDE MATARAM 

( 1 ) 

Mother I bow to thee ! 

Rich with thy hurrying streamb, 

Bright with thy orchard gleams, 

Cool with Hiy winds of delight. 

Dark fields waving, Molhci of Might, 

Mother free 

Glory m moonlight dfcanis. 

Over thy branches and lordly slrtainb, 

Clad in thj blossoming trees, 

Mother, giver of ease, 

Laughing low and sweet I 
Mothci , 1 kiss thy feet, 

Speaker sweet and low 1 
Mother, to thee I bow. 

^Who hath said thou art weak tii thy lands, 

\Vhen the swords flash out in jeventj iiulhon Intula 

And seventy million voices roar 

Thy dreadful name from shoic to shore ? 

With many strengths who art nughtj and stored 
, To thee I call, Mother and Lord ' 

.Tlion who savest, arise and save ’ 

To her I cry who ever Iici focincu diovc 

Back from plain and sed 

And shook herself free 

Thou art wisdom, thou ait law% 

Thou our heart, our soul, our breath, 

Thou the love divine, the awe 
In oui hearts that conquers death 
1 
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Thine the strength tliat nerves tlie arm, 

Thine the beauty, thine tlje charm. 

Every image made divine 

In our temples is bnt thine 

Thou art Durga, Lady and Queen. _ 

With her hands that strike and her swords sheen 

Thoa art Lakshmi lotus-throned 

And the Muse a hundred-toned 

Pure and perfect without peer 

Mother, lend thmc eai. 

Rich witli thy hurr 5 *mg streams, 

Bright with thy orch.ird glc.iimi, 

Dark of lute, O candid fair 
In thy soul, with jewelled liau 
And thy gloi tons aintlc divine. 

Loveliest of all earthly lands. 
KSIirtiv9wVg'McailtI’./o?/r.>vjfJUst'.'Wi'JwHd+ 

Mothei, Motlici. niiiiel 
Mother s\\ eet, I bow to tlicc, • 

Motlicr great and free 1 

-^Ditnkm Chtutlrti C/uiUe^^ 
(Translated by Sri Aurobmdo Pilose). 

DANDE MATARAM. 

(2) 

Mcdiuland I Mtig, 

Her splendid streams, Iter gloiiuus tice>, 

The icph>» fiom the iar-oft Vmdlvs.vu hc»i’j,^j, 

Her fields of w-iMiig corn. 

The rapturous radiance of her moonlit 
The trees m ilowu that swcclJj %oc.d arc, 
Thchappj blessed Molheiland; 

Hci wilJ by seventj million tlirojls ctlollcd 
Her power twice seventy mtlhon arms hpIiqU 
Her strength let no nun scorn. 
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Thou art liead, thou art iny heart, 

My life and soul art thou. 

My soul, worship and m\ art , 

Before thy feet I bow. 

As Durga, scourge of all th> foes, 

As Lakshmi, bowered in the flower 
Tint m the water grows , 

AsVani, wisdom, powci, 

The source of all oui might. 

Our eveiy temple doth thy form enfold. 
Unequalled, tender, happj, pure. 

Of splendid sti earns, of gloiious trees, 

My Motherland 1 sing. 

The stainless charms that e’er endure 5 
And verdant banks and wholesome bree/e, 

That w’lth fier praises nng 

— Diinktm Cliamirn Chntlcijt. 
(Traiislated by Mr. Lee, I. C. S ) 

MOTHER INDIA 

0 Young through all thy immemorial yeaisl 
Rise, Mother, rise, regenerate from thy gloom, 
And like a bride high-mated with the spheres, 
Beget new glories from thy ageless womb 1 
The nations that in fettered darkness w eep 
Crave thee to lead them where great mornings 

break. 

Mother, O Mother, w^ierefore dost thou sleep I 
Arise and answ er for thy children’s sake 1 
Tlw future calls thee with a manifold sound 
To crescent honours, splendours, victories vast 
Waken, O slumbering Mother and be crowned 
Who once w ere Empress of the Sov ereign Pasts 
—Sarojini Notelii, 
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Lo ! ue uould thriU'.thc hitjh stan> uith thy story, 
And set theeaRatn m the forefront of.*glor>'. 

Hindus :—^Iother ' the flowers of our worship 
ln\e crowned theo 1 
P.irsees • —Mother ! the flime of our liopc shall 
• surround thee ! 
Mussahuaus . -Mother * the sword of our lo\c 
defend thcc 5 

Christians Mother ’ the sonji of our faith shall 
attend Ihcc ! 

All Crce<U* — Shall not our diuntlebS dootion 
aVAiUhcc' He;\r\en’. O qweeu and 
O goddess, we Inil tlice ! 

— Snroum yuiffii. 


MY CHAUMING MOTHnULANI) 

0 thou, who act the world’s dcliyht , 

Motherland of our ancestors 

Whose lands with solar rajs arc bii dit ' 

Tin feet the blue sea waters I,i\e, 

Thy serdant robes tlic breezes w.i\c ’ 

Thy brow Htma!a>a mount 
Crown'd with its snows of purest while 
The day first dawns amUuu thy bkics, 

The Vedic liyinns first here took list. 

I’ocsy, wisdom, stories, crectls, 

In th> woodlindb first saw’ the huht 

CNcrlastin'-i is thy tenowu 

Who feed'st the world and feed st tin own , 

The Jumin and the Ganges sw ect 

Carry thy mercy day and night 

-^liabiiufrtiiialh Tai^vre 
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THE MORNING SONG Ot INDIA 

Thou art the ruler of the minds of nil people dis 
penser of Indn s destiiij 

Tliy name rousea the heaits of tlie Punjab Sindh 
Gujarat and Mrratln of the Dravid and Orissa 
and Bengal 

it echoes in the hills of tlie Vindhyas and Hinui i 
l*as mingles m the music of the Jamna and 
Ganges and is clnnte * bj the ^\a^es of the 
Indian sea 

rhei piay for thy blessing and snu th> piast 
The saving of all people waits m tin hand 
thou dispenser of India s deslinj 
\ ictorj Mctorj victorj to thee 

Da> and nijit thy \oict goes out from land to 
land calling the Hindus Buddhists Sikhs and 
Jams round thy throne and the Parsts Mus 
salmans and Christians 

The East and the \\ cat join hands in their />n> i r 
to thee and the girland of love IS woven 
7 hou brmgest tlic hearts of dl | copJi. wlo the 
harmony of one lift thou dispenser of India s 
dcstijij 

Victory Mctorj viUorv to thee 1 

1 he proccsbioii of pile,rims pivasi s o\ Or the endless 
road rugged with the ii c md fall of n itioiib 
An I it resoum 5 with the thunder of th\ wlieeh 
I terml Charioteer I 

1 liiough tlie dire days of doom th\ tiumi ct vj md 
and men are led by thee u-ross death 
riiy finger points the pnlli to ill peoj Ic O di*.! cii 
scr of India s destiny ’ 

Victory victory victory to thee 1 
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The darUics was dense and deep nas 4he night 
My country lay tna deathlike silence of swoon 
But thy mother-arms were round her, and thme 
ej es gazed upon her troubled face m sleepless 
love through her hours of ghastly dreams 
Thou art the companion and the saviour of the 
people m their sorrows, thou dispenser of 
India’s deslmyl 

Victorj, victory, victory to thee" 

The night fades, the light breaks over the peaks of 
the eastern hills, the birds begin to smg and 
the morning breeze carries tlie breath of new 
life 

The rays of thy mercy have touched the waking 
land with their blessings 

to thee, King o/ kmps, V/etorj' to thee, 
dispenser of India’s deslmyl 
Victory, victory, victory lo thee' 

—RabtiidrntuJih Tfigorc. 

WAKB UP, INDIA 

Harkl the tramp of marching numbers, 

India waking from her slumbers. 

Calls us to tl»e friy 
Not with weapons slaughter dealing 
Not With blood her tniunph sevhng 
But with peace bells loudly peaimg 
Dawns bei Freedom’s Day, 

Justice IS her buckler stainless 
Argument her rapier pamless, 

Truth her pointed lance 

Harkl her soag to Heaven ringing, 
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Hitredb "ill behind hei 
Pence a d jo> to all she is bnn^iiifj 
Love her shining glai ce 
■Molhei, Dear* all \jctorious 
Thou hast seen a msion gloiious 
Dreamt of Liberlj 
Now the vision has its ending 
In the truth, all dreams trinscending 
Hojie and fact together blending 
Free ' from sea to sen 

Bj lh\ iihiiis and snow clad mountains 
Bv thj streams and rushing fountains 
By Hunalajan IieiJitN 
B> the past of splendid slorj 
Bv the hopes of future glorj 
B> the strengtiiof wisdom hoarv 
Claim th> sacrea Rights 

—Annie hesiinl 


HINDLS^AN HAMAR\ 

In all wide imncrsc 
Our Ind the fairc«f far 
Hern Iilin^ ilcN ire 
And she tin. ro l girdcnours 

Allhotuli 111 (.IiiiKs divtrs 
Our In. irts arc jet with her 
Kiion uc irc jnikctJ bill there — 

\\ lullicr timl these hearts of ours 

1 lit, peak that loftiest toners 
And doth in heavens dncll~> 

TIul IS our sentinel 
‘ Tis tireless mlthman ours 
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In her lap a thousand ri\ers 
They play so light and loxelj . 

E’en realms of l^radisc cmy 
The bieath of this garden of ohi'». 

O Gangi’s* rolling course, 

Kcnicmb’rest thou the day. 

When came on Ihy shot es to 
Full cararau of oms ? 

No creed to teach e«dea\oiirs 
Each other to hate or strike. 

We’re Indians all alike — 

Dear Ind U sueel home oms 

Greece, Egypt, Rome — great powers. 

In story but survu e, 

But the name and fame still thru e 

’Tis secret none discovers 
Why w e are as vve \\ ere. 

In tides that nothing spare* 

Though countless foes be ours 
Iqbal, m this world scarce 
A confidant we have seen. 

WTio knoweth evxr the keen 
And silent pain of ours. 

—Shaikh MuIitniiiiiiiJ 
(Translated by M. 

HAIL! HINDUSTAN' 

Sing. O my Muse, recall our ancient g!or' • 
Sing thou, sing Hindustan • 

Inspire this throng with soul be->tiriiu' 
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Sing now sing Hmdnst »n ' 

Let ^alo ir bright breathe tn the \cri inuie 
Instill into thj song past uealth nnd /amt 
Bengal Madras Bombay and Rnjputana ! 
Iltiidu Par&ec S kh Christian ^^llssal lan 

Let tverj \o ce m coi tord m g 
In e\erj tongue the burden sing 
All Inil to H nd isHn ' 

Hnn Han Han - hut Hindustan 
Dadar Hormu^d - Hiiidiistai>l 
Flahi A1 bar - Hindustani 
All Ini! to Hindustan' 

(Clionis) 

S ng O mi Muse, defeat all i>arti strife 
Smfi thou sing Hindustan I 
GiNcr of strength and power guer of life 
Sing now sing Hindustan I 
In i 0 > and sorrow let ns not be parted 
In aim and effort make us single heartcil 
(Clionis) 

Sing O my Mu e aro isc the | eoj le r he ut 
Sing thou sing Hindustan 1 
Maker of nifghtj nal on lliat llion art 
Sing now Sing Hindustan ' 
tipi ft the flag of r\rRG\ on high 
And let stern DCJTV sound her faugfe cr% 
(Cliovns) 

— Cf ii fftrxi 


CO HINDtSTHVS 
Mother of Men tl at oncC were free 
Ofi Hmdtiitliin ' My Hind hthan / 
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WJi it t'nef Jj.il}) now befallen Ihtc, 

Oh Hi.ulusthan' My Hmdasthan I 

Traitors ha\c sold thee to the foe, 

And brought upon thee shame and uoc, 
Yes, thine on « sons c laid thee low , 
Oh Hmduslhan 1 My Hmdusthan I 
Gone are thy sages, famed of jorc, 

Oh Hmdusthan ' My Hindusthan ! 

Gone, too, thy race of warriors bold, 

Oh lliudusthan I My Hindusthan 1 
Gone arc thy fields of waving corn, 
Xolhitig glows, now but weed and thorn 
And none but liungering sla\cs arc born, 
Oh HnidusUntil My Hmdusthan 1 

« c • • 

I eu\c nor gold nor marble busi, 

Uni with my blood to cleanse thy dust 
I’ollnled b> the alien’s lust, 

Oh Ilmdiislhan ! My Hmdusthan • 
Df'piir list of mj htUc worth. 

Oh Hiiidusthan 1 My Hindusthan ! 
W.t'. il not Ihon tint Ka\c me birth 

Oh llindiistlnn’ My Hindusthan’ 
M\ low for tlicc .1 quenchless flame 
\\ til clejii'c me fiom all Mn and slmm. 
And male me wxirthy of thy name. 

Oil llnulnsthm' Mj Hindusthan! 
^lmc t’ul the wish to sec thee free, 

I onij I'tig to die and be 
roiindalnn of liiv Iibcrtj, 

Oh IlimUi’.ltian * Mj Hmtluilhm’ 
Call me to ileep on tlw ruic In cast, 

Oti Hmduitliiiil M> IfimVnthui 
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Por thee alone is peace and rest, 

Oh Hniclustlnn ’ Mj Hindusthaii ’ 
T.iUe now my soul, all, all is tliinc 
lo die for thee u joy dt\me, 

I jirtidge thee nothing Country Mine. 
Oh HindustUan ' Afj Hindusthan I 

Bear me a thousmd tinits again 
A thousand tunes iny bIoo<l I'll dram 
Till thou art rescued from thy pain, 

Oh Hindusthan 1 My Hindusthan I 
And when the war is faitghl and won 
Oh Huidustlnn 1 My Hindusthan t 
And i isen is thj glorious sou, 

Oh llmdusthin ' My Hindustlian ! 

~—Vtreniiriumth Ctuiltcf 


SONS or INDIA 
Sons of India 1 sing the gloo* • 

Of the land that gave you birth 
Sing with heart and soul accorded 
Of her greatness and her worth 
Matchless IS this land of ours ' 
Whither is the mount so high 
1 li it III c proud Himadn towers 
Till its summits clcaac Uicslj ! 

I iiiitful lb her soil and fctlilc. 

Sacred arc her rntrs broad. 
Coimticss arc her precious inyits 

With jewels laic .and riches stored 

II ul to Iixlti ' Slug licr praucs. 

1 ill licr heart ^^tth hope and joy . 
M ly he win 111), crown of glora. 
Sing Sing, ’ /Ifmrtifa-ii Jo\f ' 
(Citoms) 
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are her lowly ddUKlittrs, 

• l*ecrle;>s they bejojul compare, 

Slnrnuslha. SdMtn, Secta, 

Dmnjanti, true and fair. 

(Clioras) 

VashisUn, Gantam i. Atri, 

Holy samls by all revered, 

Vishw-unilra too and Bhnuu 
Tlie^c the sons this land lias reared 

Uirdb illustrious here luxe ncurisliccl. 

Xouc llicir uemus can surrass, 

Vahutli ami Vedv\>.isa 
r»lu\abhuti, Kdalas 

(Ctiorus) 

Hear \u not m mind the incmor^ 

Of our warriors, brave and bold. 

Ulitsbnu. Drotia, nitccmarjuna, 

I’fithwiraja ff«.e and bold ? 

Mntlilj Inilwarls of their country. 

Slcrnlj the> rcprc^sctl all wron'4 . 

Of Ihcir mantes the terror, . 

Of the weal protcvtors strong. 

(Cliorus) 

r»-;»r not friends. l?c bnivc ami hopeful 
l.vt not untf voiir hc.wls o'crcast , 

Courisc, wjiiraic ' Know tlutcvcr 
Ki •htcous vilour ttininrha.it list. 

Svvcrcil we ate wcil .niil lirlplcss, 

Unity our strai^tli will prove, 

I ct us joiii in cmnntt Ulorj 
Tor tlic irotherliml we love 
(Ciioius) 

— &<if}VrrVrii lYaffi Tni'^rr 
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INDIA inr MoniLR 

India tlie Mother of suiters ind 
Mother of Nitions Mother of me' 

I hou dost awnl c from the sltiiiibcr of iges 
Hmli ig the Da> of the I roc 

Once itjain onwnrd 
(jO thi feet dawTtward 
Lo tiie glad sigtu! ts broad in the si y 
Scatters thj night time I 
Nou comes thj fight time 

I I i> i/n jatl 

What thoui,h the Philistmc proud in Iiis poner 
Heathen and lielot liaac named thee m scorn 
liiou didst abide in (he dream of an ho i 
W herein thj Tn th should be tHain 
Thou throui^h densioi 
Cherished thy Msion — ^ 
t od unto Man Earth to Hi. »M.n bry gl t t j li 
Sanctified beautv 
Dignified dutj 
lil irald V tlikfjii 

\\ idy IS thmc cnipirt- of tl oUt,lit uid di,\ ylioii 
\\ idc as tlie 1 op*' a d the hunger of Man 
I hoii hast allcg intc from ocean to occ in 

I lignins from Spam ind Jai lu 

Ixjftj ami low Iv 
Count tli} sod tiul) « 

I I ou liast a Qut cndoiii no tn is re cuiil i I nj 

1 hou dost inherit 
Realms of the sj irit 
W irtti V t/i ki )ai 

1 Iiou hast no need tor Hit. wij{'oii.> ul (irror 
lelder of U isdoni armoiirctl tn fxjic' 
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Thou on the conflicts of pnssiou 'intl crroi 
I ijest the breast of the do\c 
Now the sic! Nfation-* 
ilw Humstralions 

C lU for uk! nnuglil shall th> **cr\ kc tlcf\ 

Notlnn,^ maj Imul Ihct 
Tint all niai find thee 
Dhatala Mafo ht J 

We who, though born of th> bodj, O Motherl 
Sinned against thee m the diajs that are done 
Hreak now the Ixjndage of sister and 1 rothcr 
See’ at thi feet we arc one 
Tamil or Sindlutn 
Wear® all Indian 

W’onnn and man with free ham! lifted hiuh 
W’c in thn mirth tunc 
Hail thy new birth time 
III iM/i Mahkijit 

— y // Ce» jMi 

HU MOnifuiAM) 

TJJJ3 \oJcroi Till Molvt 4 i\s 
T o cur 8tarT> heights uc call >ou where the i lire 
white fields of snow 
Touch the arure a-anlt of heaven far above 
j the dusl> heat 

lV>wn l»elnw the air IS stifling come and breathe 
of our free spirit 
O leaders of the People 

TuuNuK* Ol THF I OUr'.T's 

1 o oisr forevt i tadr* we call jcju where llic I root! 

inr f-artem sage? 


With the birds and beasts around tliem. prajed 
and fasted, pondeniij; deep 
Over thmfis divine and Iimiian: learn of us hiRh 
thoiiRlit and put pose, 
0 >c Li uler* of the IVople. 


TIIL VoICL Ot IHL Dl S>CMs 
To our desert tracts we call \ou. where in solitude 
and nv^e 

Man is nude l>encath the sLj, am! earth is 
hushed .and (lod N near. 
F.ar awav is noise and tumult: conic atul learn of 
IIS in sJJence, 

O ye Leadcts of the People. 

Tm. Voict OF Tun Sf\^ 

To our soiimlinji shore we call joii, where the 
waves arc e\er lireaklni'. 
And the foam leaps up and sparkles in (lie 
joyousness of strife, 
Driven backward jet advancins: come and breaJlie 
of oiir brave spiril. 
O >e headers of the People 


T«r Voice orvjir 

To our stinnj pbins vve call you. shiiumerinj* in 
the summer heat. 
Where tbesimple vilLiaepcopIe till llie field 
and tend Ihe herd. 
Ibhent. poor and Mncomplainini;: come at d leant 
our calm rmlnnrtce. 
Oje Leaders of the People 
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Thl Voice of the Rivlks 
To our sacred binks we call jou, v\here the slow 
and stately w^aters 
Tell of age long self outpouring on the dry 
and thirsty ground. 
Wlieic we flow not, all is barren: drink of oui 
hf6*>ieldmg spirit, 
O j e Leaders of the Peoi’Ie 

jTnc Voice or the Cities 
To our ancient Inlls we call jou, where Mr’ur 
fathers hied and luled, 
Kasi With its seals of learning, rojal Agra, 
fair Luci now , 

Old Prajag, imperial Delhi . come and learn >our 
nation’s greatness, 
0 j e Leaders of the People 

I The Voice of the Motherland 
It IS I, your Mother, call you, by the snows and 
’ by the forests. 

I5> the silence of ni> deserts, by the toiling of 
my plains, 

my cities, seas and riaers lue and die for 
me, jour Mother, 
O >L IyC.uIcr5, of the People 

, — C. r, .lnrfrca'5 

HYMN OrUNKbbT 

Saviour of the Nations ! Spirit of the Ancient 
Dajs ’ 

The daily agonj of the millions with starvation 
striped 
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In a Land where Nature scatters with a generous 
hand , 

The daily suffering of our stateliest men for this 
blessed crime 

Tliat against Cesar’s will they choose the Law of 
Christ , 

The daily tragedy of a People who will not spurn 
their Mother, 

— How long will It l>e thus, how long 
Redeemer of the Race ? 

Remember, Loid I Our martyred men and all who 
died m witness of their faith, 

And even m death dreamt of the Sacrificial Deed 
and Liberty's Day 1 

Listen to the language of our tears, to silent suf- 
ferings of tlie Land 

And hear the \oice$ of our hills and streams, our 
woods and village homes I 
Bowed down With Poverty and Pam, 

Thy people fallen have not failed, 

Tor still the Struggle grows and men march 
siiigmg to the jail. 

And sure as tlie Sun will ne\cr set ui Last the N.i 
tion will not fail, 

As long as in the Nation'# Youtli runam sonic 
sparks of the Ancient Flame 
Bring back, O Lord I Ihedajs of Simple Life, of 
Yillage plenty, Health and Faith, 

Bring back the music of the Spinning Wheel, and 
bless the Stmggle of these da>s, 

111 it we of manj faiths and creeds nn> Haiul to- 
gether 111 Th> sight 

And guard Inch I's right forThj Kingdom that is 
to comt 


T, L I <i«r<;//i 
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MY MOTHERLAND. 

O my Bantja, O my Mother, O my Nurse, O Coun 
try mine 1 

Why dishevelled aie thy tresses, lustreless thy 
look dmne ’ 

For thy seat this lowly dust, for raiment thj tat- 
tered gear, 

When thy seventy million children call thee fondly 
" Mothei dear ” 

Chorus 

Theie’s no iniu and there’s no shame and there’s 
no guef, no sorrow’s brand, 

When the seventy million voices sing m chorus 
“ Motherland.” 

Here arose Lord Baddlia Great who opened 
Nirvana’s gates above, 

Half the world still knell before Him worshipping 
m fervent love. * 

King Aeoka spread his deeds from Kandahar to 
th' arure mam 

Art thou not their country, Mother’ of these gods 
the holy fane ? 

OiKc thy great victorious army conquered Linka 
with such ease, , 

Uiice thy ships sailed freely o’ei the waters of the 
eastern seas, 

Oiiccthv sous o’er Cheeii, J.ipau md Tibet led 
their learned lore 

N it thus and is it thou iii rags and Weeping ever- 
more ? 

Here the sky with Nmiai’s Kirt in with mriihiign’s 
music rang, 
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Raglui wrote his learned logic, Chandidasa sweeth 
sang , 

lJi-a\ely fought Pratipaditxa. Blessed be thj 
Mother's name. 

IJIessed are we, if some drops of blood of theirs 
wc still can claim 

'i hough Ihj light Duine lnj»\aiiished, .uul tin da\ 
IS dark as night. 

Clouds will pass away, and glorj shine in lustre 
fresh and bright 

Men are we, and not meic sheep, wewtilreM\c 
thy glory grand. 

0 m> Goddess, O iiij hlc'sgoal, OmjHta\en, 
tny Mothcrl uid. 

—D. L Ri>i ( Translated b> B C Mazimular ) 


TO THE MOIHER hl’lKIT 01' IXDIA 

Oh. rise! in} own, ni) own enchanting hnd I 
Where might} Kaiii Ins filial duties filled, 
S\h.iii Shakuntia found her faery waj 

To liciirt Imptrial, and f^idma\ali 

Ga\c a heart nil willing mounting ILoiiks. 
And ino\cd (o place amid tli’ tlcnial iitnics. 

High ill true greatness, v\cr noble Iiiul 1 
*1 hricc nobler yet b> Io\c and duty nnck, 

As when thy stream:! of tnier colour ran 
Mingled with gallant cintrics’ axituc blood, 
Or when in justice Miishni soa'crcigns reigned 
Shining resplendence on bcrenc domains 
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stir then, 'ind nse. Spirit of Bharat come 
And ill our hearts in selfless lo^ e unite 
And lead us forth upon the vreir\ roid 
Of toil for future geiientiop’s sicrcd iniaht 


HukIus wise 5c Muslims brut, oh male. 
One common cause for common country ’s silvc 
Know ie not jet’ "Vour \erj flesh ind bone 
Bj tint same mother Indii both were 
And Rueji too the spirit tliat je breathe 
Deluded children' How can je delight 
To wound each other with sucli tearing nge 
At e\’n blow \oiir tortured mother bleeds 

Cease oli cease, Brahma bids > on cease 
And from, strife suicidal jojful turn 
^our forces wildlj spent Oh set jour gaze 
Upon the future goal Wlh mam and might 
United work and work to desene and gam 
Freedom janir own a\e nout own birth right 
‘ — Syetl A, Rn/iqiie 


MOTHERLAND 

Bran shall I eat and rags shall I wear for the sake 
of thj lo\e,in> Motherland, and I shall throw 
m the dust all Hut passes for glorj and hap- 
piness 

Sooner or later m> soul must quit this mortal 
house and go Inil lus death pow er to take me 
awaj from thee? Thou know cst he has not 
To be born of lliee— how blessed is the pnvi 
lege Wlio there to rob me of it ? Is there 
an> robber so danng r Time ? Death ’ 
No, none. 
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I hat, risini* upwards, curl iP smoky strands 
Towards that throne from which God justice di^ls 
The \aunted peace and order foreign rule 
Has brought into this land has made us sh\es 
And in the wilds of this lerrcstrnl globe 
We roam as cattle scorned, insulted spurned ' 
What IS this comfort, law and order? Wliat 
This react, that in its slansh chains dotli bind 
The heart, the soul the mind of Hindustan ’ 
bo helpless arc we, oh, as poor, so weak, 

That Cot a \wtte of clotti to cover our deaxl 
Wc needs must turn to other lands, oh, slianit ’ 
Alas alas our Greatness, where art thou? 

1 ost in the dust ’ Our freedom sold foi clnms 

0! brass, that lu our slavish ignoinnce 

Wc do mistake for gold ' Ah ' now the tagt 

Wherein so !on4 we fluttered, ‘prisoned birds 

Is flung Wide open 1 But ah woe is me 

Where is the sticugUi m our enfeebled wings 

To soar into tliat liberty wc crave 

Tor wluth wc hunger thirst, vie pine, v\e die ? 

• — Tv f/inmi Tyabji 


to IHL AW’AKLNLD INDIA 
Onv.c more awakt ’ 

1 or sleep it wa*. not de'ith to briug thee life 
Anew, and rest lu lotus ojc> for visions 
Dinng ^U, the world m need iwaits OTruth' 
No dcalh for Ihcv.’ 

Resume thy tiuich, 

W ilh gentle feet that would not break the 
I’va^eful rest, even of the road side dust 
1 hat lies so lo\ Yet strong and steady 
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Blissful bold and free AwaUener, ever, 

Torward * Sreak thy stirring w ords 

Thy home is gone 

Where lo\ing hearts had brought thee up, and 
Watched with joy thy growth But fate is 'stiong 
This the law — all things come back to the source 
Their strength to renew. 

Then start afresh, 

From the land of thy birth, wliere %iist cloucl- 
beltcd, 

Snows do bless and put their strength in tiiec, 

For working wonders anew. The heavenly 
Rivci tunes tliy voice to her own immortal s>oiig . 
Deodar shades give Ihcc eternal peace 
And all above. 

Himalaya’s daughter Uma, gentle, pure. 

The Mother that resides m all as power, 

And Life, Who works all works, and 
Makes of One the world. Whose merej, 

Opes the gate to tnith and shows 
Ihc One m All, give thee nutmng 
.Strength, which lends *lo Iiifimtc Love 
Tl)c> bless thee all, 

The seers great whom age nor clinic 
Can c! urn their own, Uie Litlisrs of the 
Rice, VI ho felt tlic heart of Truth the same, 

And iiravcly t lughl to in in ill voiced or 
Well 'Uicir servant, Uiowjiist got 
The Secret, — ’tis Init One. 

riieii spc.ik, O laavc 

Before lliy gentle voice scceuc bcliokl how 
Visions melt, and fold after fold of dreams 
Departs to void, still Truth ami '1 ntlli alone, 

In all its glory shines 
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Alul Icll the uorhl — 

Awikt 'xnse Ur<nm tio more! 

1 Ins IS the hnd o( drc'iim uhcic leniin t 
\Vca\cs unlhrunltd k^thndi» with oitr thonUd'' 
Oi lloucrs j»uctl or noxious — nnd none 
His root or stem l>cinK liom in init^ht wmeh 
1 he softest hrcith of Frutli dn\cs Inck to 
Priniil iiothtJi;.ncs^ Be boUl ind flee 
the Truth Be one with it ' Let MSions ee''u>e 
Or, if jou eiimot dream Uicn truer dreams 
\\ Ineh iVe I ternil I o\e ind Scr\icc 1 rce 
—Sinwn ritfct 
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TIioii Ji.ist worslijpped Truth nml Lo^c] 
Thou hast throw n npSupenncn’ 

Thoxj hast stood the Akc!>’ slormsf 
The iialioiib’ home— Thou canst not die’ 
Janimbluimi! Punjabimmi' 

—T. L. 


IlKHOLD THE MOTHER! 

htfinj > 

Once didst thou shine like niorniuit ^tars, 

And thy Iijiht was upon (he paths of nations in 
the niithtl 

The Ancient (jlorj? Where is itl Oh where? 
Where arc the kshatrija*80uls of old? 

The warriors o( the Spirit, where? 

The men that sought no K niis but b ict ilioe' 

No riches but Remiiu.i itioii. wisdom. lo\e’ 

Wiicre are the Dr«mii.r» of (lie .uitteiit cl i} ? 

And Sifjeb Prophets of (he inner Lf(,'ht’ 

And Supermen of action (Uinmi* into Sacritu.e’ 

And SiuRcrs of the Secret that Clod' 

And I.cadcrs ijn-at who souRht the scrcii-e of Itie 

ivjor 

And not the tiMHcI of .t litled j*rc»lncss nor the 
cmptines\ of crouds' .ij’pl wiser 
And where, O here, are they the Youth th il d.»rctl 
tn streiiKtli of faith 
To nficr .all a*. ^:uts o(|,o\e.tt Krislini’s Lotus 
Feet? 

Will litdn he defeated loiiU- 

It cimict (•e’ For India’* bontlj^e is the WorJil**.' 
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Aud tvll thi'' ancient nation stand erect, a nation of 
the Free, 

Wounded stiJI must be the Heart of Humanity. 
Courage’ Comrades' CowraRe* Sons and daughters 
of the sages of the East! 
1 see Her re anseM see Her with the Healing 

Flames' 

I see Her out again with Atnn shaUi of the Rishis 
and the Gods' 

1 see Her break the chains, — a Queen again ‘mid 
nations of the Mom' 
— T I I’dJtKim 


IJELOVED HIKDUSTHAX 

Whereon earth can jon find a beloiecl land file 
Iluidusthan ’ Dearest of all hi tU, our H.ndu- 
stlian ! 

On litT the loimg God e\er showers loii. m a 
thousand wajs and she is justR proud of tlii> 

, grace Our Motherland, lo\ing, sweet and 
kind where on earth can \o\i fuulabtlo\ed 
land like Hindiisllian * Dearest of all laiuh, our 
Hmdustlun' 

Where tbe stream of religion Hows, where paths, 
of dut> shine, where the flame of deletion 
burns and saenjee »s life’s goal where free- 
dom and selflessness reign — where on earth 
can >oii find a bclo\c<l land like Hmdiisthaii ' 
IVare^’l of all lands our Hiiidiistlnii ' 

'Flic j et thilil oi Hcarenh I'lUier. the losing bal>e 
of \tcvticr Nature, the \er\ cniboduncnt of 
•U llwt IS au^uiioti , resplendent, lieantiful 
and I'oniiteoiis, whom c\e*i pods adore, wliere 
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on earth can you find a beloved hnd like 
Hmdusthan I Dearest of all hnds, our Hindu 
sthan ' 

Mav weher sevnnts warlike prove stion.: feailess, 
bold and true ! May we her sorrows remove, 
ever keep her free from iwitii, consccintinn oui 
body, soul and mindl Wliere on eaifh can 
aou find a beloved land hit Hindiisilnn ’ 
Deaiest of all lands our Hindiisthan f 

— Shttdhiu Piithnk 
(Freelj rendeied into niiclish bj 
V M Duhhashe from the author’s Hindi song) 


BELOVED HINDISTIIAN 

Beloved Hindistinii, 

Om own lielovcd Hmclistlian ’ 

Sli» IS in oruanicnt of the ^tlohc incompai iblc 
fount of all pleasmcs, 

Delitilitful abode of our pude of om ^lorj 

Oh Motheiland 1 Weeanbut put ourselves om all 
at th> feet, 

Incomparable are tbv ) indnesses, 

And never could we, weal lings hope to repav 

them 

Th> face is pleasant immeasprablv eternallv beau 
tiful, 

And llion fillcst the place in oiu rev cicnce ot bolli 
mother and fatliei 

— \ani\iiH Viiimni Tthth 
( '1 laiishtid bv ‘Cvnis* from (he author s 

Marathi song) 
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TIIL NATIONAL CONGRESS AM HI M 

^ c sons of noblu Indn’ 

WiUi licirt and son! iimlc 
And smti nloud her praises 
Lxtol her boundless might 

There is no hud like India 
No mount like hers so high — 

Jor none but great Hmiadri 
Cm touch the !oit\ skj 
O hol> hud of Ganga’ 

Thj fields are c\cr green 
With priceless jewels rcsplciuKnl, 

Thou ml si the world O Queen’ 

(Chorus) 

We hail thee dear old India] 

W’e iuad tliec Slothcrhnd’ 

And singing fourth th> prai es 
We all imitcil stand 
O l^and of mikhtj heroes! 

Oniotlicrof nnghti men** 

Till, darksome mghlUiat clouds thci 
Shall turn to light agam 


her tins o r world !•» ilcetmg 
No darkness long canstaj 
I.ooknp! the sliuitnj* Suia-a 
Proclaims the dawn di dij 

t Clionis > 

O luid 1 1 riKlitctn** Ihma’ 
Kanwtak' Coorg' Sindh 
O L.1I d of iwc grcit natrs* 

O Mal\-a hcirt Ol Hind 



• 30 

O Laud of Central Indial 
and Burma fairl 
0 iilorious Land of Goojars* 

\Vith whom shall I compare? 

Madrasi Ma (lia) rastia' Soratli/ 
And Rajputana j^reatl 
Yc all have done yo«r duly, 

In lifting* national wci^jlil. 

(Chorus ) 

Ye Hindu 1 J itn and Moslem 1 
Ye Paibi I Jew I Buddhist I 
Yc Christian! Sihh and Bralimo' 

Yc children of the East! 

Stctch forth yourarm^m friendship. 
And greet your countrymen, . 

For ’tis the blijod of India 
That runs through e^'ery \cni. 

( Chouis) 

But lol out dear old India 
How sunken is her statel 
Her children die h> thousands— 

O what a horrible /ate* 

Be up! >e sons of India! '• 

And praj for help to Cod 
Perform jour >earl\ Yatn 
To National Sjnocl 


And puijficd b} Coiigiess, 
Keep up jour spmts high, 
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And our dear old India, 

And laise a joyous crj'l 

(Chorus) 

Arise 1 >c sons of Indial 
Ue (car uauRhl. 

St-uu! up and scr\'c your country 
And ijJorioiis is your lot — 

For so proclaim Stuslnis 
'Where duty is the Roal, 

'riicrc Mctory must follow 
To crown the glorious soul.' 

lJut if we arc divided. 

There surely lies our fa'I: 

In Union lies our safety. 

As Known to each ami all. 

’Uicnnp! Umtal Indit! 

And iinke jo«r counlr>' briulit. 
In doin;» one’s own Duly * 
There sh.i’n’l be fear or fri;;bt. 

(Clionis.) 


A CHARKA-SOKO 

Tlic ClnrKa is our wiaipon, lo* our weapon. 

It} aid we shill win... 

O brothers’ the Charka is our Kama Dhenu, the 
Cow of Doons... 

And the \arnisthc stream of her null: so pure 
and fre^h. 

O Ir'teti, listen willi the heart to the tune of the 
Clnrka. 
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It js thc'onc-strjngcd lyre of life 

The Charka is a lamp, and the jam its wick* 

O way-lost traAcllcr’ uakc up its flame... 

Heanni? the wlnrlmjj rcsojiancc of the Charh* 
From age to age, sun and moon and star in 

rapture 

If the house has any ornameut at all it is the 
Charka, 

And lo. it is dearer than life .Iself. 

In the boat of Charka sail .and sail continuallj'* 

If you 'desire to reach the shore of peace. 

-^Hai iiulnuioth Clittllof'iiillii ay ^ 


THE CHAUKHA 

Spin, spin, a intiou is waking 
A fresh dawn ts bieaking. a new day ts boi“* 
^Vca^e, wea>c, Arja Vaita is waiting 

For garments of homespun to greet the new “'orii 
Sinn for the star\ iiig wfio arc not j et dead, 

For (he life of the Motherland hangs by a tfifcad . 

^Vea^e the brijiht web of a future so great 
Tlie world wiJJ .allow tli.it man wearcs hi*» 

* f.ate — 

Spin, spin, to the naked, gwe clothing, 

Food to the hiingrv. wheels to the poor. 

Work, work, all idleness lo.atliiiig, 

For only bj >,pmiiing. our lues we iiisiire 
Chant, chant, that religion is spinning, 

Oiir work, a glul penance to keep the 1ie.irt 
Spill, si>in, jiay for p.ist sinning. 

• Earn by (fie CHAUKHA dclucrance and iJnrc. 
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A hum IS the ho\ el the duelhnj the moaque 
For parnh, braliman apd mull'll! a tasl 
V hum IS the school e\erj child 1 eepS pace 
With the effoit to free his donntiodden r'lce— 

Hiijn hum is thebee heeps on huinmjJV 
And Kither the cotton 'is lionei horn flouei'* 
Store store it m cloth which 1 eeps coming 

Until crowned b\ thrift we cclii sc llie pie'll 
po leis. 

Spin spin 1 mtioft is Winning 

Its freedom h), spinning its phce imong men 
Spin spin oiir women 'ire sm^mg 

The CHARKHA i needed ibove sword oi 
pen 

Tlie Goddess of I ihertj sits it the wheel 
And substitutes spinning for bullets of steel 
She smiles tint the Ining continue to wei\e 
And women incf children hue no ciuse to 
giieie — 

Spin spin 1 new flag isAvuiginq 

Tile svmliol of women abroad unto men 
Work work the CHARKHA is spinning 
A cable to circle the globe in its span 

Spin spin a heasen creating 
Whercbeauts andtiuUi peace and p!eut\ abide 
Sing sing of the stand*wc are tal mg 
Until all the nation’s strifes are alhjed 

W ell w ithm hand l>e the thread s re!ea-.e 
The price of lus lalioitr each man’s increase 
His tune his eiideaioi his patmice lus toil 
Sicred and s ift a*, hi*, honu, or Itis 
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Shine, shine as the Sun in his spinniiift 

Shines in that t«reat\\heel wheie Earth is a spoke. 
Voice, \oice through theCHARKH A this himning, 
Echo, “ The kTusic of the Spheres”, O je roll-.' 

— Mnude Rnlshvi Slumiinn 



national Anthems. 
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GOD SAVE TI!E KING 

( 1 ) 

Goil save our u^acious Kin}* , 
h\c our noble Kiufj, 

God save tlic Kmu ! 

Send lumvictoiious, 

Happy und j'loitous, 

Lonj? to reign over us. 

God save the King 1 
Oh Lord, our God ^ arise, 

Scatter his enemies, 

And make them, tall' 

Contound their polJlics, 

Frustrate ilitir knaaisli tricks, 

On him our hopes we fix,— 

God save us all ' ' 

Thy choicest gifts m store, 

On him be pleased to pour , 

T.,ongma> he reign' 

M.i> he defend our laws. 

And cacr gi%c us cause 
To sing With Iicarl and voice, 

‘ Goil save the Kiiigl ” 

—Henry Corey • 


( 2 ) 

God save our gracious King, 
Ixjng li\c our noble King. 
God save our King ! 
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M.n pctLchis potter e\tend, 

J'oe be Injuifomicd to fnejul. 

To Tlite oiu pnijcrs nsccnd, 

God Sn\e our King! 

Strong m n Nation's lo\e, 

Maj he Tlij goodness prove, 

God sa\ e our King ' 
i'caLli him to do Tlij will. 

Guard him from e\crj til. 

His tup ttith blessuitj fill . 

God save our King ' 

Om empire dtign to bless 
\\’itli peaee and righteousnos, 

God save our King ' 

And iiiaj the Nation see, 
llv love and loindtjv 
We seck to honour Tlite , 

God 8,i\!> our King* 

—Rmutl hy y.J Cli’iileu^tfilt^ 
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Renowned for their deeds as far fiom home, 

I'oi Christian service, and true chivalij, 

As IS, the sepulchre in sliibborn Jewry, 

Of the world’s ransom, blessed Miuy’s sou 
This land of such dear souls, this dear, deai land, 

Dear foi her reputation tliron^ih the workl 

Kurland, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the ciuious sicjic 
Of waterj’ Neptune. 

— U'illuiin Shakcsfcittc, 


DEAR LANDS OF OUR FAl’HERS 
DEAR LANDS Oh OUR CHILDREN 

riieie's l.iiid. a deav land, wheic the njilits of the 
free, 

ThouiiUlirm <ij> the eailh, .ire a» wide as the sea, 

Wiicre the prlnnoscs bloom, and the muhtinuales 
sins. 

And the honest poor man as ^ood as n kinjf 
Siioweryl Flowery I 
Tearful’ Cheerful 1 

Eiuland, wa\c-guardca and uieen to the shore! 
West Landl Best I^aiid’ 

Thy Land! Mv Land' 

Glorj be with her, aiul,Peacc c\tnnorel 

There’s a hud, a dear Kind, where our \i;jour of soul 

Is fetf by the tempests that blow from the Tolc. 

Where a s!a\c cannot breathe, or uuail- r prcMum 

To ask for more earth than willcoicr bis tomb 
Stf.1 Land* Free Xaind' 
r.drest’ Rarestl 
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Home of br.u c men, .uul tlie iJirlstlicj mlorc’ 
Fe.\rlessl Peerless’ 

Tliy Land’ My LamP 
lilory be with her, and Pc ice c\crinoreI 
— Cfiarles 


RULE BRITANNIA 

Wlieu Britain first, at Hencn'b commaml. 

AiObo from out the a/iire m un, 

Thus uis the charter ol the land. 

Ami }finrdiaii angels sunfi this strain— 

‘ Rule. Britannia, rule tlie \ia\es. 
Britons nexer mil be slaves ” 

• 

The nations, not so blest as thee. 

Must in their uiins to t> rants fall . 
Whilst thou Shalt llounsh lircal .and free. 
The dread and einy of them all 

Still more majestic shall tlioii rise. 

More drtadfiil from i.aJi slrol.t. 

As the loud blast that tears Uic skies 
Serxes but to root Ibx iialixc oik 

Thee Iiau,;hty tyrants iicVr shall t.ime . 

.All fficir .attempts to l»cAd Ihec <!onn 
Will but arouse (by Keinfroiis llamc. 

But xxairk their xxoc .iiid thy rtiioxxii 
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The Muses still with freedom found 
Shall to thy happ\ coast repair 
Blest isle ' with matchless beauty crowned 
And manly hearts to fiuaid the fan 

Rule Biitanma rule the waves 
Britons ne\ei will be slaves ” 

-^Jduas Thofusoti 


LVND or HOPE A\D GLOR\ 

Dear Land of Hope thy hope is downed, 

God mal e thee mightier yet 1 
On sov ran brows beloved renowned 
Once more thy crown is set 
1 lime equal laws by Freedom gamed 
Have luled thee well and long 
Bv Tieedom gamed by Truth mamlanred 
Ihuie I mpire shall lie strong 
(Chorus) 

I amt of Hope amt Olovy Mother of tt\e Free 
IIow shall we e\tol thee ’who ue bom of thee? 
Widei still and widei shall thy bonds be set 
Ciod who made thee mighty mal e thee 
mightier y et 

lliy fame is ancient as the days 
As ocean large and wide 
A pride that dai es and heeds not pimse 
A stern and silent pride 
Not that false joy that dreams content 
W ith what our sires Ime won 
1 lie blood i heio sire hath spent 
Still nerves a livro son 

(Chorus) 


— A C Demon 
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LIBERAI SONG OF ^1C10R^ 

There s. a bugle call a aoimdiug and we re nllsnii, 
to the call 

There s a fightiH;, line a fonmng and there •? w ork 
for each and all 

There s a \ouiig Hri^ade to aniiqiii'sh cer the 
Good Old C.ui'ic ‘»hall fall - 
For the Old 1 lag s flo ttnig atdll 

Chorua 

Forward forward then to \ ictorj 
Iorwar<l forwar<l IIkh to \icto<^ ' 

Forward forw ird then to \i«.lor\ ' 

For the Old Fli^s (loating '^till ' 

Tin the fliJ that aignalted Freedom to the cerf 
hehiiunhe 

1 the Ha > thU freed oi r f i(hei4 4h til llieii <ioi 4 
fof4.aho it now > 

l»4tlu flig we VC 4woni to follow and wr mean 
to I ttp our TOW 

W liile the Old 1 1 ic*s floating, «tih * 

It shall wnac aRam Mctonon4oaer Mcr4ca Thtmes 
and T>nc 

O er the niggetl coaslH of Cornwall add I'cvonl 
the Highland hnc 

It 'hall rise aRain trmmihant ovcrfoiidta firll 
and mine '' 

1 or the Old Flag s float nj Mill 

\\ p ve a hope that cheer-* ii-. onward to a t n liter 
nobler da> 

We \e a III lit (a R I Ip the iiea} k a* ihei Ifil ui'-m 
tticir v\a\ 
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\Vc’\ca quenchless faith m Freedom, an! her 
cause ne’ll nc’ci bdraj. 

While the Old Flag’s lloatiiig still! 

There are foes upon the left hand, there arc foes 
upon the right, 

But the> fear the name of Freedom, and they 
shrink before her might 

Let them put their trust m darl ness — \\ e’ll go mar- 
ching to the light, 

Where the Old Flag’s /loatmg still' 

0’\\e\c heard the call a sounding and wc’rc 
marching to the call ' 

In the fight for Peace and Progress there’s i post 
for each and ail 

They've the Young Brigade to conque* e’er the 
Grand Old Cause shall fall — 

And the Old Flag’s ‘fioating still ! 

— £ H Jeih 

tW itli ackiiow Ulgcments to The 
Onilj Ncus London) 


THE FLAG 

Unfurl the b inner of I nghud 
Ttll to the heaaeiis her storj, 

A thousand jears she h>> hi Id it ta-^t, 
A thousand 5 c ir> ot a iiii»,hty past, 
The talc of a nation’s gloi^ 

Red foi the naliou’a he irt. 

White for the stainless brand 
Blue for the girding sea 
That foi e\er gi irds the Iind 
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Turn to the record of England 
Open tlial page of splcndoui, 

'Frac’d ni letter of sliiniiifi Kokl, 

Unfading stdt from the days of old, 

Our homage to that we render. 

Red. &c , Sic 

Is it all we can do for Enghnd ? 

Nay, now, for the nccti is o‘cr m. 

Kor King and Countri*. for home and faith. 

And tiow to endure, if the end be death, 

Tliej have (night, wjio went before ns 

Red, S.C., &c 

—Jiiichel Ilciish,i'e 
{ With acknow lodgements to T he 
Morning Post, London ) 

ir.l/.FS— - 


MEN or HARJdXII 

.Men of ILirlecliI in the hollow. 

Do >c hc.ar. like nishing billow, 
Wasc on wasc that surging follow 
Battle's distant sound* 

’ Tis tlie tramp of Saxon focmen, 
S.ixon spcirincn. Snsoivbowmcn, 
Be the> km Jits or JmikH, or xcomen 
Thc\ hint! lute the ground* 

Rfx.k\ ‘.Iccpi and pistes lurrow, 
F)a»h nith \pr.ir Mul fhght of irron 
Who would think of deitfi or sorrow* 
Detlh i> glor> now I 
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Hurl the reelma horsemen over' 

Let the eailh dead foemcii cover! 

Fate of friend, of wife, of lovei, 

Ticmblcs on a blow ! 

Loose the folds asunder, 

Fla'-tvvc conquer’ 

The jdj'C'd sky now tniuht on InOh 
Shall hunch Us bolts in thunder' 

Ouwaid' ’tisoui countiy needs' 

He IS bravest, who leads us' 

Honour s seU now pioudlj leads ns' 

Cunbna God and Ihuht' 

Strands of life are riven; 

Blow for blow u given, 

In deadh lock, oi battle shock, 

And “Mercy!" shne|vSlo heaven' 

Men oi Harlech, joung and hoarj, 

\Vould jou win a n.ame in storj? 

Slnkc for home, for life, for glor^ ' 

Cainbrn God, and Right* 

— ir»//nn» DnUuc 


HARP or THE >iOUNTAlN LAND 

Harp of the mount nn hud I sound forth .igiin 
As when the foaming Hirh’s horn was crowned 
And warrior heirts l>eat proudly to the strain. 
And tlie hnglil mead at Ow un’s feast went round 
W.ike with the spirit and the powei of vore ' 

Harp of the .mcicnt hills * l->e heard once more I 
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Tliy tones are not to cease I The Roman came 
O'er the blue waters with liis thousand oars 
Thromdi Mona’s oaks he ‘■ent the wasting name, 
The Druid slirincs laj prostrate on our shores 
j\Jl ga\c thejr ashes to the u/ncLand sea — 

Ring out, tliou harp I he could not silence thee. 

The tones are not to cease 1 The Savon passed, 
His banners floated on Erjri’s gales, 

But thou wert lieaid above the trumpet’s blast, 
R’en when hts towers ro^c loftiest o'er the \alcs ' 
Thine was the \oicc tlial cheered the brave and 
ficc. 

riiej had their lulls, then cliainlcssheaits. and they. 

Those were dirk>c-'‘''sl — Tlic> saw the valiant fall, 
The rank \veeds, gathering round tlic tliicftam’s 
board, 

The hearth left lonely in the ruined liall— 

Yet power was tlime— a gift in e\er> chord ’ 

Call back that spirit to the <h> s of peace, 

Thou noble harp I thv tones are not to cc iso ! 

— / client /{ciiutin 


SCOTLAND— 

BANNOCKBURN 

Si-ota wha hae wi’ Wallace blerll 
Scots wham Bruce ha^aften led' 
Welcome to >our gory l»ed. 

Or to victone. 

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour. 
See the front o' battle louer, 

See approach proud Edward’s pow’r, 
Chains and slavenel 
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Wha will be a traitor knave ’ 

can fill a coward’s gra\e ’ 

Wha sae base as be a slave ’ 
ket him turn and flee 1 

^Vl\a (or ScdUawcVs I \wr and Kv. 

Treedom’s sword will stron^lj drav\ 

Treeman stand, or freeman fa,’ 

Let him follow me* 

By oppression’s woes an’ pains 1 
Di our sons irt servile chains * 

We will dram our dearest veins ’ 

But the\ shall he free I 

ka> the proud usurpers low I 
li rants fall in e\’r> foe* 
kiherlv’s in ev’ry blowl 
Let us*do or die 1 . 

lint Hi 


OH WHY U'FT 1 MY lUMF 

Oil wlij left I ni\ liamc ’ 

\Vh\ did 1 cross the deep ? 

Oil whv left I the land 

Wlieie mj forefathers sleep ’ 

I si^U for Scotia’s shore. 

And I ga/e across tlir sea, 

Rut I canna get a blink 
O’ inv am coimlnc 

riic palm-tr^e waveth hikh 
And fail the nivrtle spnnijs* 

And to the Indian tnaid 

The bulbul 3uccU> sings 
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But I dinni see the broom, 

\Vi’ its tassels on the lea , 

Nor hear the linties* sonK 
O’ m\ am coiiotrte 

Oil here no sabbath bell 

Auahes the Sabbath morn 
Nor sang of reapers heard 
Amang the >ello\\ corn 
Tor the tyrant's \oice is litre 
And the wail o slaiene 
But the sun o' freedom slimes 
In aincoiintrie 

There’s a hope for evtrj wot, 

And a Inlin for cxerj i>am 
But the first jo>s of our he irl 
Come ueicf lvackai;aiii 
lliere’b a Irttk upontbedeep. 

And a path across the sea 
Hilt for mt there’s iiaeiclmn 
In tin am toiinlnt 

— AW»rt/ Cil/ilf ifi 


nu 

Tirr \vi:ari\g or iiir gri i.v 

or«dd> dear, and did jou heir thi ncwsdnl’ 
going round? 

riie slianiroG is forbid bv law to j^row on* Irisl 
groiiiiil 

Siitit I’ltritk's da> no more we II keep his ml 
our can't l>e setii 

I or (hrrr's a iriielliw i|,iii tlx wtariiiR of tin 



I met vvitli Na\ipcc Taudv, and lie luK me bi tlic 
hand 

And sud he iKior aiild Iieland and how 
does she stand'” 

She’s the most distressful country that c\er \et was 
seen 

They’re hanjting men and women there for we.ir- 
itrU of the yreen ” 

Then since the colour we must wear is EnKhind’s 
cruel red, 

’Twill seive but to remind us of the blood that 
has been shed. 

You may tahe the shamrock trom your hat .iiul 
'Cast it on the sod. 

But ne\er fear 'twill take loot there, tho’ undei 
foot ’tis tiod. 

When law can stop the blades of I'rass from tfiow- 
ins they grow, , 

And when the leaves in summer-time tlieir verdure 
dare not show, 

Tlieti I wdl change the colour.that I wear m my 
caubeen 

But till that day, please God, I’ll stick to wearing 
of Hie sreen ” 

— Imli BiiUofl, 179S. 


UNITY 

Dawn IS bieakinif o'er Uie hills, 
Callmi' whilst her libsom thnlh. 
Calhnt* to her sons “Unite” 
Erin’s heart awaits the liglit. 
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SHE IS A RICH AND RARE LAND 

She IS a rich and rare land 
O she s a fresh and f.tr land 
She IS a dear and rare land — 

This native land of mine 

No men than hers are braver — 

Her women s hearts ne cr \\a\tr 
1 d freely die to save her 
And think my lot divine 

She b not dull or a cold laud 
No she IS a warm and bold land 
O she s a true and old land— 

1 Ins native land of mine 

Could beauty ever wizard her 
And virtue still reward her 
No foe would cross her border* 

No friend vwtlun it puK , 

O she s a fresh and fair laud 
O she s a true andrarc laiidl 
Yes she s a rare and fair land — 

Tins native land of mine 

—Thomas D itis 


TEACH US HOW lO DIL 

God \\ e enter our last fight 
Thou dost see our cause is rij^ht 
Make us march now in Th> sight 
On to victory 
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Let Ub not Thy wrath desen e 
In the sacred cause we scr\c. 
Let us not 'from danger swerve, 
Tcauh us how to die. 

Death for some is in resme 
Before our flag can fl>. 

Ail the agony uf jc.irs. 

All the horrors, nil the fears. 
Martjrs* blood. btir\»\crs’ tc.irs. 

Now we offer Thee 
As an endless holocaust 
For the freedom we luxe lost. 
Go<l restore it. tlio' the cost 
Orenter still (tiust f*e. 

I«et Thy grace attend our lio>i. 
Gixc us MCtOO'* 
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Tlwl w e may rejoice alive 
In her Njctory; 

We hnt asl<^ that she sinil thrive, 

And rest our fate with TItee. 

We know not what must befall 
Marchmc at our country’* call: 

Make us strong who must yield all 
Ttut she may not dic- 
Thosc who will survive the fi^ht, 

Still attend them witli Tliy Lntht. 

Thou our hope in darkest nicht, 

Then our j»iiardlan be. 

And hold our dear hnd in Tliy si>tltt 
Erect, firm and frec- 

^Tfreiice .U.irnAn'v. 


II^ELAN’D. 

T was the dream of a God, 

And the mould of Hi-> ha^il. 

That you shook ’neath Hb stroke, 
That you trembl«l and broke 
To this be.iiitiful land. 

Here He loosed from His hold 
A brown tumult of winas, 

Till the wind on the sea 
Bore the stranfic melody- 
Of an island that sines. 

He made jou all fair. 

You in purple and gold. 

You 111 silver and preen. 

Till na eye that has seen 
Without lore can behold. 
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I have left you behind 
In the path of the past 
With the white breath of flowers 
With the best of God’s hours 
I have left >ou at last 

— Dom Stgtrwi Sliorlfr 


SONS OF ERIN 

Awas auny with idle words 

And supplications to the Throne' 

Up up and boldb sei/c yottc ow n 

I orth from the scabbards flash vour swords 
No people ever jet upspnmg 
From Slavery’s night to Freedom’s ilaj 
Who to the despot’s mantle clang 
And It lus feet did whimng praj 

When Austria's clmalrj elate 
A numerous and \-alnnt band 
Marched on to nigg»*d Swits’crhiul 
Its hardj sons to subjugate 
Instead of mercy’s prayer and plea 
» From terror stricken mountaineers 
They hear defiance and they see 
Intrepid men and flashing spears 
And when Columbia’s sons arose 
And flung their banner !q the breeze 
With sword m hand thcj met their foes 
And not with pn>er8 on bended knees 

Oh men I if freedom jon would know 
Make up jour mind to fight and die J 
Gi\e pnjrrsand pleadings to the sk> 
fliit b!ov\ s and curses to the foel 
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Wlnt fear joti ? Dojott shrink from tlealli 
Man dies bul once— \hc ^ord olvUve— 
What tomb so jirand the hea\ ens beiiealli 
As Frcctlom’s batllc-Kra%c. 

Swear by the love jow bear your land. 

And by the hate you bear the foe, 

Amt by long centuries of woe, 

Ami by your martyreil patriot Ixanil.* 

By widows’ tears and orphans* moans, 
Ami by each desecrated fane. 

And by your brothers’ countless bones. 

In every dune across tlie mam ! 

Swear by the calumnies and lies 
The foe has heaped upon your name, 
Dy all the agonies ami sighs. 

The msuUs and the bitter shame 
You’ve borne for agps and still bear, 

Tliat you will the m manly miRhl, 
Beneath your glorious banner bright, 
Begirt with Trccdom’s batVe brand. 

To sviccp tiic foeman from your land ; 

And that the blade you’ll never shcatli 
Till you luvc won victor’s wreath I 


AVSTRAUA-- 

NATI0>K\L ANTHEM 

Maker of earth and sea. 

WHial shall we render Thee? 

All things arc Thiitel 
Ouis but from day to day 
Still with one heart we pray 
“God bless our landalway,” 

This land of Thme. 
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Mighty in brotherhood 
Mighty for God and gooQ, 
Let us be Thine 
Here let the Nations see 
Toil from the curse set fr^c 
Labor and Liberty, 

One cause — and Tliine 


Here let glad plenty reigi) 
ffere ict‘ none secit m aain 
Our help and Tliine— 
No heart foi uaiit of friend 
Failure the lmicl> end 
But loic forever blend 
Man's cause and Tliiiic 


Here let Tlij peace abide 
Never may strife divide 
Tilts land of Thine 
Let us united stand . 

One great Australian band 
Heart to heart hand m h'uid 
Heart and hand ritinc 


Strong to defend our nghi 
Frond in all Nations’ sight 
Lonly in Thine— ♦ 
One in all noble fame 
SliH be our path the same 
Onward in Freedom's name 
Upward in Thine 


—'■f/rww/ n Sle^hfus 
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THC WIDE BROWN t/WD l-OR MF 


rhclo^e of field ind coppice 
of krecn and abided fcmc> 

Of ordered ^\oods ind cirdcns 
Is rimnmg tn >*our icm«r 
Slron^ !o\co( crej blue distance 

Brown streams ind soft dim skies 
I know but cannot shire it 
!o\c IS ollicmisc 

I !o\ei sun burnt country, 

A hnd of swcepin}* pliirib 
Of raiW^-d nioiinliin ranges 

Of drouubtsind (loodii)}t runs 
1 lo\e her fir horizons, 

I lo\c her jewel sei 
Her bc.int> and licr terror— 

The wide brown find for me ’ 

Core of my heart ni> country I 
Her pitiless blue sk.j , 

\\ hen sick it heart around us 
We see the cattle die — 

But then the j{rc) clouds jjitbcr 
And we can bless aMin 
The drummint; of an arm) 

The stcid> soak of rain 

Core of m> heart mj coilntryl 
Lind of the rainlww gold 
1 or flood ind fire and fiminc 
She pays us bad threefold 
Over the thirsty paddocks 
W itch after many days 
1 he filmj veil of greenness 
That thickens as we gaze 
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An opal hfartffd country. 

A wiUul. lavish land- 
AH you who have not loved her, 

You will not understand— 
Though earth holds many splendours 
Wherever 1 may die, 

I know to what brown country 
My homing thoughts will fly 

—Djtvlhea 


CANADA-^ 

THCMAPLfc LEAF hOR EVEE 

In days ol jore from Bntam’s shore, 

WoUc the dauntless hero c.amc, 

Kwi fwvw UvvV\wwvi/% 

On Canada's fair domain ! 

Here may it wave, ottr boast, our pride, 

And joined in love together, 

Tlic"l histlc, Slnmrock, Rose entwine 
The Maple Leaf for ever 1 

(chorus) 

The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear, 

The ^t^plc Leaf for ever ' 

Ood save our Kmg and Heaven bless 
riie Maple Leaf for ever I 
The >riplclca/ our emblem dear, 
riic Maple Leaf for ever I 
And /lourtsh green o’er rrcedom’s home 
Tlie Maple Le.if for ever I 
The Mipfc I^f our emblem dear 
The Maple I caf for ever I 
Cod save our King and Htriveii blc'S 
The Maple Leaf for ever 1 
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At Queenslon Hejchts and Lundj’s Lane 
Our bra\e Fathers, side bj side. 

For freedom, homes, and to%cd ones dear. 
Firmly stood, and nobh died, 

And tliose dear riRhts which the> nuintaincd 
We swear to jeild them never I 
Owr watchword evermore shall !>c, 

TJie Maple Leaf for ever J 

Our tair Dominion now extends 

From Cape RacetoNootl aSowml, 

Maj peace lorcver be otir lot. 

And plentious <tore abound , 

And ma> ttiose ties of love be ours 
Winch discord cannot sever , 

And flourish Rreen o’er rreedom’s liome, 

The Maple Leaf for ever 1 

On Merrj Engtind's far famed hnd 
Umd Heaven sweetlj smile , 

God bless Old Scotland evermore. 

And Ireland’s Emenld Isle I 
Then swell the son); boUi loml and loiiR, 

Till rocks and forest qmver, 

God save our King and Heaven bless 
The Maple Leaf forever I 

— Ahxnntlci Minr 


CANADA OUR CANADA I 

Had i stately conntr> of our sires ' 

To Thee we light the altar fires, 

Ne’er to be quenched till life expire- 
Qanacia oiu ^nad 1 1 
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Chorus — 

Canada, we hail Thee f 
Whoever may assail Thee, 

Never shall we fail Thee, 

Canada, oitc Canada I 

Each true son’s heart glous with the flime. 
Of patriot pride to see Tliy name, 

Writ large upon the roll of fame, 

Canada, our Canada ' 

Fioin East to St. Elias’ toviers. 

The cry comes through th* avv-alvcncd lioui s~ 
" Arise, assert Thy manhood’s poners, 
Canada, our Canada I 
" The time has come to lake Thy place. 
Among the nations, face toface. 

Equal at last \s ith ev’ry race. ” 

Canada, our Canada I * 


Give ME Mr NORTHERN HOME 

I’ve wandered in the sunny South 
Beneath its purple skies ; 

And roamed through many a far-off land 
Where cloudless beauty hea ; 

i’\e breathed the balm of tropic eves, 

Upon the Southern sCa, 

And Matched the glorious sunset form 
Its radiance far and free. 

Bill gi\e me still my Northern home, 

Iler islands and her lakes ; 

And her forests old, where not a sound 
niic toinK-)ike silence breaks 
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More loNch in her dress, 

Or HI her \cslurt. jjrciti 
Ti han aU the j'ridc of Europe’s lAiiit < 

Or Asi v’s nhttcrin4 shcco 

I’ve Imkcd bctrcalh Ualiut suns 

When fiowerb were ut their bloom , 

And l’\c wandered o’er the hills of Greece 
ruined bhrttic and tomb. 

Oh sweet d was to uve upon 
The Anio’a si!\cr tide. 

And dearer sldl the rums itrcy 
Of Athens* f'»llcn pride 

IJitl dearer imto me that Lui ! 

Which the nuRht> waters h\e. 
here the spreading tnaplc's gloriou» hues 
Are mirrored m tlic wave, 

W here nnisic from tlid dark old wooils 
Ascends to heaaen’s dome 
hike angel h>junsof peace and Io\e 
Around in) Northern hothc 

^John r hit, UoutteU 


.YEII’ ZEALAND— 

CROWNHD WHH IMMORlAU hAML 

God of nations at Tli) fact 
In the bonds of lo\e we meet, 

Hear our ^olces we entreat 
God defend onr free land! 

Guard Pacific’s triple star 
1 rom the shafts of strife and war 
Make her praises beard afar 
God defend New Zealand I 
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Let our love for Thee increase 
May Thy blessings nevei cease 
Give us plenty give us peace 
God defend our free find) 

1 rom dishonour and from shame 
Guard our country's spotless name 
Crown her with immortal fame 
God defend New iicaland ! 

May our mountains c\cr be 
Treisdom s rimparts on the sea 
Make us faithful unto Thee 
God defend our free land 1 
Guide her m the nations 
Preaching Io\e ami truth to man 
Working out thy glorious plan 
God defend New /ealanri ’ 

IS brxeken 


iOVTll AlRfCl^ 

TML CALL 01 THE VLI D 

• 

That bircn has taught >oh to call us 
There wind swept Iinds sigh for Hit ra ii ? 
Who gaac )ou the 1 ires to enthral iii 
O drought-stricken plain ? 

\h hut (he clear light of dawning! 

\h but the freedom ik>spelt 1 
The limitless width of life a mort ii ^ 

The call of the Vefdl 

No land of your sons lias bereft jon 
No magic can make them forget 
1 < r those who hate for ed joti and }tfl 3 ou 
nie> dream of you yet 
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They ilffam of llic brown ami red , 

The homcstaul wlure once lhc>' lja\r 
The> lic.ir on the wind as il passes 
. Tlic ud! of of VMd. 

And we who lia\c seen of life’s Ircisure. 

And hunRcr of travel have known. 

Have drunken our fill of its pleasure 
Till wear>’ we have grown ; 

And then with the sob that coiner after 
The mirth, as our throhlmig hcartf melt. 

We hear, alwvc sound of our laughter. 

The call of the Veld. 

We >c.irn for the home when we we’re tired, 
Horuoiis where veld and sky meet, 

To shake off the dust tint nnred 
Our wandering f^ct 
All wonder of love in new scmblsncc, 

Str.ingc gods at whose alters we knell, 

Arc naught when we call icmcmhrancc 
The god of the Veld. 

Whose palhw.iy is o'er the blue mountams, 

Whose breath is the keen*scentcd air, 

Whose storm clouds have hollowed the fountains. 

And made the Veld (air. 

To h lunt us in joy 05 in weeping 
Whichever our fate may have dc.ill, 

To give U3 at last a long sleeping 
Safe under the Yckl 1 


— Mari liiroii 





AVSTJ?/A-^ 

NATIONAL ANTHLM (old) 

God p^cser^ c oiir j^racious Emp'ror 
Fran/ our so\ 'reign, great ts lie* 

Wise as Kuler, deep in knov\ ledge 
Nations lits renown niaj see* 

Lo\e entwines a crown of laurel 
Tint shall all unfading be, 

God prcscr\c our gracious Linp ror, 
Franz oiir sov’reifiii great is he' 

O ir a Mst and iiiikIiU Empire 
Ibilcs oxir Son rtigii d ly b> tla> 
lliougli lie wcildb a potent sceptre 
All bcncncietil Ins swa>l 
From Ills shield Ins Sun of Justice 
En cf casts its purest ra> ’ 

God presene, etc, • 

To adorn himself with Mrlue* 

He, and all succcssfuL tries 
N’tr against Ins Io\in/ people 
Docs Ins hand in an^cr n«c’ 

No' to sec them free and happN, 

Hus tie holds the highest pnze 
Cod prescnc, etc 

Pioneer of perfect freedom ^ 

Dlessnigs round his footstci's cling' 

To its pinnacle of greatnos 
Soon ma) he his counlr) bring' 

And when death at last approaches 
Shall Ins greatful people sing 
God prcserNC etc 

—■Aetflih (Tranaliter* bj Edward Otmfordt 
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MV HOMnLAXD (ncu anthfm) 

The Dinubc flows athwart thctf. little tmtl 
lake a blue nbbon tnceth he his hne 
Southward the Alpine peaks, th> Kuardtan'; stniul. 
Thou hold's! my heart. O little land of mine 
And \“ined siRhts thou Imt to greet the c)c— 
llie inountains~pcak. and precipice, and pass— 
The shadows off the rt\er rippling b>. 

The water meadows with their \crdant gnss 

— t/ff/zne/ Jliiinnh 


mc/rt/— 


THCBRABANCOKSK 

Fled ttic years of servile shame* 
Helflium 'tislhv hour at last 
Wear again thy Rlonoiis name 
Spread ttiy banner on the blist 
Sovereign people in tlij iinght. 

Steadfast 5 et and vali int»bc. 

On thine ancient standard write 
King and Law and Liberty 
Chorus- 

On thine ancient standard w rite 
King and Law and Lilicrty 
King and Law and Liberty , 

King and Law aral Liberty 
Strive nor seeU discharge at length, 
Hold Iby courage as thy crown 
God, Who 1 eeps thee m His strength 
On thy labours smileth down 
Over alt thy fruitful land 

Latiour’s prize is full and free 
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On thine arts enthroned stand, 

King and Law and Liberty 

On thine ancient standard write etc 

Foes that were our friends of ohl 
Are returned to love at last 
AU the free \% e prize as gold 
Praying tint our strife be past 
Belgians and Batavuns friends 
Kmt in brotherhood shall be 
With one voice the shout ascends 
Kind and Lau and Lilierlj 
On tlime ancient standard write etc 

Belgium, ^fother thus ue tow. 

Never shall our love abate 
Thou our hope our safety thou 
Hearts and blocd are consecrate 
Grave vvepraj npou tli> shield 
This device eternallj 
Weal or woe at home afield* 

Klllg^n(l Law and L\l*erlj 
On thine antieiit s‘andard write etc, 

—Jfnnet tl 


C///AM— 


HINDUS GUIDE US! 

rree<loin one of the greatest hlessmgs of 
Heaven 

United to pence thou \v{U worj. on tld« I artli 
Ten thousand wotulerful new tilings 
Graie as n s; irit ( reat as a f uiit 
Rising to llic verj skies 
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With clouds for a clianot and \Mnd for a slecd, 

Come, come to reign o%cr this Earth 

For the sake of the black hell of oiirS!a\er>, 

Come, enlighten us with ara> of thj Sun 

White Europe Thou art indeed 

The spoiled daughter of Heaven 

Bread, wine — thou hast e\erithing in abundance 

For, me, I love Liberty as a bride. 

Through the daj in ms thoughts, tliiough the night 
m ms dreams 


1 surves the woes of m> Fatherland 
But the inconstant nature of Liberty 
Prevents me from attaining her, 

Alas 1— my brethren are all slascs 

The wind is so sweet, the dew is so bright, 

The flowers are so ifagrant, 

Men are becomin’g all Kings — 

And set can w e forget what the people are suffur 
mg? 

At Peking w e must bow oui head 
Before the wolf of an Emperor 
Alas ’ •— Freedom is dead 
Asia the Great is nothing else 
But an immense desert 


In this century we are workmg 
To open a new age. 

In this century, with one. voice, all virile men 
Are calling for a new making of Heaven and 
Earth 

May the soul of the people nsc to the peak of 
* Kwangtung and Himalsas. 
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Washtnfiton and Napoleon jou two sons of 
Libertj, 

May >ou become incarnated tn the people of 
Asia. 

HiiijTjn, our ancestor, i^uide us, 

Spirit of Freedom, come and protect us 


CZECHOSLOVAKIA— 

C,?ECH NATIONAL ANTHEM 

Where is uiy home ? Where is my Iioinc ? 
Where through iiir>do\\s rnsb UibblniR fomi- 
tains 

And the forest murmurs stir tlirouKh the moitiil* 
atiis, ^ 

Orchards fiay, in spring’s deiicc.. 

Everywhere 'lis paradise. 

And this land so fair and beautiful 
Is the Czech land, is m> home 
Is the Czech hiul, is my home 


SLOVAK NATIONAL ANTHEM. 


LtRhteiis the Tatra with tiumler, the IicirIiIs .ire 
shaken, 

I.iRiitcns the'Iatra with thuniirr, the heiRlils are 
shaken 

Shand fast iny brothers, death lake tlic others. 
Slocks slnll aw~iLcn. 

Stand hist my lirother*. death take tlic others 
Slosukt shall aw-aken 
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DENMARK— 

DANISH NATIONAL ANTHEM 

K\ng Christian stood by the lofty mast 
In mist and smoke 
His sword was hammerinf; so I ist, 

Through Gothic helm and brain it passed , 
Then sank each hoslde bulk and mast 
In mist and smoke 

Fly I ” shouted thej, ‘ !!>, he who can * 
Who braies of Penmark’s Christian 
The stroke ? ” 

Ncils Jviel gave licc<l lo tlie tempest s roar 
Now IS tlic hour I 

He hoisted his blood red flag once more, 

And smote upon the foe full sore, 

And shouted loud through the tempest’s roar, 
“ Now is the hour I ” 

" 1 1> 1 ” shouted tliey* “ for shelter fly ’ 

Of Denmark’s Juel who can defy 
The pow er ? ” 

North Sea ' a glimpse of \esscl rent 
Thj murky sky ' 

Then champions to thiue arms w e sent 
Terror and Death glared where he went , 
From the waics was heard a wail that rent 
Thy murky sky I 

From Denmark thunders Tordenskiold 
Let each to Heaven commend his soul 
And flj 1 

Path of the Dane to fame and might I 
Dark rolling wave 1 

Receive thy friend, who, scorning flight, 
Goes to meet danger with despite, 
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Proiidly as tliou the tempest's niiHlit, 

Dark rolling \t‘a\c I 
And amid pleasure and alarms, 

And war and vktorj’. be thine arms, 

My Hra\e. 

, —^Johnti Hiirliitaii 
( Translated by Lonufcllou ) 


MARCH IXG SONG 

Come, comrades, to aims I See the hRlitninils arc 
Uashmj'. 

Thcs(orm>clotids at>OM>iis in thunder arc craslnn^. 
And rkirV »s Die East «Jjcrc the sunrise v\.is 
brUlit, 

Rise 11 \ >0 oppressed, trom >oiir dens .'iml.iIJeys ; 
Come lorth. men of tod, from >‘oiir hills .and jour 
♦ valleiT; 

Ilreak tjrannydouij.’ti'for rrettloin wcliKlit. 
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FINLAND^ 

FINNISH NATIONAL SONG 

Sons of a race whose blood was shed 
On Narva’s field, on Poland’s sand. 

At Leipzig, Lutzen’s dark, hills under, 

Not yet IS Finland's manhood dead, 

With foemen’s blood a field maj still be tinted red 
All rest, all peace, away, begonel 

The tempest loosens, lightnings flash, 

And o’er the field the cannon thunder 
Rank upon rank, march onl march on! 

The spirit of each father brave looks on as bn\e 

1 son 


No nobler aim 

Could light us to the field, 

Our swords are aflame’ 

Nor new our blood to jield, 

Forward each man so bra\e and boldl 

Lol the glorious pith of freetfom centuries old! 

Gleam high' thou banner vict’ry sealed 
In the gre> b>— gone da} s, long since all battle 

worn 

Be still our splendid colours onward borne. 

Of Finland’s ancient Standard there’s }et a shred 
unlorn 

Na} , nca er shall our father's ground 
Re reft by force from out the arms 
Of soldiers who Ime nc\er bled, 

O na}, nc\er shall the word go round 
That 1 inns to their free nortliern borne were tral 
tors found 
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Brave "len can onij do or die 

Not bad ward torn at danger’s threat 
Nor shrink, nor quail nor bon the headi 
Be ours the warriors’ fortune high 
To fall — we only raise a prayr for one last 
victor} 

Take sword in hand I 

Rush gladl} on the foel 
And die for our tand 

So honour s life shall grow 
Untiring plunge from fraj to fraj 
The present is ours — tis now the lia \ c»t ib} 
Thinned ranks as splendid witness show 
To valour s daring deeds our land tint save and 
ward 

On with the flag that never battle seered 
Around ttie staff still gathers close its 1 innisli 
guard 

/V?,4A^C£— 


THD KtAR'^EILLAISC 

\ e sons of France awake to glory, 

Hark hark, what m>nads bid >ou rise 
Yovu children wnes and grandsires hoar} 
Behold their tears and hear their cries! 
Shall hatefull t} rants mischief I reed ng 
With hireling hosts a rtiftinn band 
Affright and desolate the land 

^Vhile peace and libcrl} he hleediiii;? 
/fefr ii« 
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^Tow, nov the danger ts scowling 

winch treacherous kings, confederate, raise, 
The dogs of i\ar, let loose* arc howling> 

And, lo! our fields and cities blaze 
And shall we basely -Aiew the rum, 

While lawless force, with guilty stride. 
Spreads desolation far and w idc, 

\\MU crimes and blood his liands embrumg’ 
To arms, etc. 

With luxury and pride surrounded, 

The \ile, insatiate despots dare, 

Their thirst of power .uid gold unbounded, 

To mete and \ end the light and air 
Like beasts of burden would they load us — 

Like gods would bid tlicir slaves adore — 

Dut m.in is man — and who is more’ 

Then, shall they longer lash and goad us? 

To ^rms, etc. 

O Liberty 1 can man resign Ihccl 

Once liaiing felt thy gen’rous llame? 

Can dungeons, bolts, and ba^a confine Ihcc, 

Or whips thy noble spirit tamc^ 

Too long the world has wept, bewailing 

That falsehood s dagger tyrants wield— 
liut freedom n» our sword and shield, 

And all their arts arc wnavavhng. 

To arms, etc 

« — tie Uiic 

ALL HONOUR AND PRAISE. 

Queen ol the univcrscl France, my own land I 
Lift once again t!iy brow* co\cred with scars 
In their glory all si-oticas thy children can stand 
Though thy banner be shuered m 
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Brave *nen can only do or die 

Not bacJ ward turn at danger s threat, 

Nor shrink, nor qiujl nor bow the headi 
Be Ours the warriors* fortune high 
To fall — we only raise a pray r for one last 
victory 

Take sword m hand! 

Rush gladly on the foe! 

And die for our land 

So honour’s life sliall grow 
Untiring plunge from fraj to fraj 
The present is ours — 'tis now the ha se>t daj 
Thinned rnuks as splendid witness show 
To valour s daring deeds our land that save and 

ward 

On With the flag that never battle seered 
Around the staff still gathers close its Pinnish 
guard 

THE ktARSEILLAISr 

Ye sons of France awake to glory, 

Hark, hark, wliat myriads bid you rise 
A out children wises and grandstres lioar> 

Behold their tears and hear their cries! 

Shall batefull t3 rants /niscbief breedsna 
With hireling hosts a ruftnn band 
Affright and desolate the fand 

While peace and liberty he bleeding? 

Hefnifii 

To arms Ioanns jebn\el 

Th avenging sword iinshcatlil 
Varchon march onl aJIheirfs resitv./ 

On \ictor> or death 
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Kov», now the danger is scowling 

Which treacheious kings confederate, raise, 
The dogs of war, let loose, arc howling^ 

And, lo5 our fields and cities blaze. 

And shall we basely juevr the nnn, 

While lawless force, with guilty stride. 
Spreads desolation far and wide, 

With crimes and blood his hands embriimfjs 
To arms, etc 


With luxury and pride surrounded, 

The \ile, insatiate despots dare. 

Their thirst of power and gold unbounded, 

To mctc and \cnd the light and air 
Like beasts of burden would they load us — 

Like gods would bid their slaves adorc' 

Hilt man is man — and who is more’ 
Then, shall they longer lash and goad \js’ 
To ^rms, etc. 

O Liberty 1 can man resign thcel 

Once Iming felt thy gen’rous dame? 

Can dungeons, bolts, and bars confine thee. 

Or whips thy noble spirit tame' 

Too long the world Iws wept, bewailing 

That falsehood's dagger tyrants wield.^ 
But freedom is out sword and shield, 
And all their arts arc unainilmg, 

To arms, etc 


ALL HONOUR AND PRAISE, 

Queen d( tlic iinncrsc’ France, mj oira h. j , 
Ud once airam tUy btoia. coyeretl nilh ' 
In llKir doty all sioUes, U,. children 
Tliondi Ills V-anner be shntid w 



They stand, a hundred thousand strong. 

Quick to avenge their countrv’s wrong ' 

With filnl love their bosoms swell, 

Then’ll guvrd the sacred landmark well ’ 

'1 lie deed of a heroic race 

Trom heaven look down and meet their gaze , 

'Ihey swear with dauntless heart, O Rhine, 

Be German as this breast of mine'” 

Wlnlc flows one drop of German blood, 

Or sword remains to guard thy fiood, 

While nflc rests in patriot hand,— 

No foe slnll treid Uiy sacred strand 1 

Our o ith tts.ounds, the river flows. 

Tn golden light our banner glows . 

Our ticarts will ginrd*lhi stream Divine 
The Rhine, the Rlnnt. the Ccrmvii Rhine ' 

— V<ir Scliiiecketibiirili.r. 


GREICC^ 


THE EXILL 

I flung wide the window— nor sadder coultl lo 
1 fell on my knees, there, before it 
And sweet was the breath of the dark hlac tree 
On mv fnee as the vernal night l)Ore It 

The nightingale sang in the distance a song 
With a sorrow deep brooding I listened . 

Tor my country! sighed, — for the hnd I’d Iclt Icrg 
.M> eves with the rising tear glistened 



H 

Where my niRhtinRalcstiiRsa sweet lonc of her own 
Ajid of all earthly sorrows unxultmR 
Pours forth her boft la> lilfthc summer night’s flow n 
‘N'cith the boughs of her lilac tree sitting 

K H {H. 1 H Grasiii I mice 

CotfShuiUifC CcnshfiiiMitch) 


HWVG/tA’K— 


THE MAGYAR HYMN 

With Th> mercits, I alher. t.row ii 
Hutigarj ’s /air and tetUlc /and 
Shield and prosper arts of peace 
Bid unholy strife to cease, 
Lastern. Western Europe meet 
As we now each other grc*!. 


Wlicn the focmen round her frown 
Guard her with Tliy mighty hand! 
Blend the S/avand Pole 

Into one turmonfouv whole 
Magyar people and onr own 

Linked m losing I'onds are sliown 
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Years of plenty, faith sublime, 

And freedom ever-more — 

So that Hungary may be* 

More happy, strong, and free,-— 
And may Hungary c\er be 

With Britain strong and free — 


ICELAKD— 

0 GOD OF OUR LAND 

Q Gad ot UsUds Q onir Imd'^ God^ 

We praise Tliy holy, holy name 
From the solar systems of the heavens uind Thee 
a svreath. 

Thy legions the tunes’ collections 
Before Thee is one day as ^ thousand years^ 

And thousand years one day, not more, 

One eternity’s small flo%\cr with quivering t®'^rs 
Which adores its God and dies 

Iceland’s thousand years, 

Iceland’s thousand years, 

One eternity’s small flower with quivering 
Which u orships its Gotl and dies 

(Translated by ) 



ITAIY^ 


THE GARIBALDI HYMN 

Come arm je! Come arm je! 

From MnejariJs of oiues from Rnpemantieil 
bowers 

Where landscapes are lauRhmjj in mazes ol flow ci 
From mountains all liRhIed sapphire and amber 
From Cities of marble from Temples and Marts 

Arise al! je vaihants I jour manhood procbimmp 
While thunders are mectinR and sabers are flaminR 
For Honour, for Glorj the buRles are soundinR 
To quid on jour pulses ai d Rladden jour heirls 

Then hurl our fierce foemen fir fronnis for eter 
The diy is dawniiiR 

The daj is dawmtiR which shall I c cnr own 

Too JonR cruel tvnnis hare trampled ns Kiiiidcr 
Tlie chains thej hare tori «1 ns are men a<ni tier 
Tlie Scions of Italj rise in dcfnnce 
Her flaR iinblj flutters where I rrezes are l.iiid 

To landward and seward the I or si all l>c broUen 
W here heroes hare Ralheretl where iiwrlvrs ha\-c 
sjiotcn 

And Italj * Tltroi e diall Ixi rooted In V recdoin 
Willst \fonarch and peoi Ir are all of one rnifKl 
Tlien burl our fierce hcwinen rfv 



JAPAN-^ 


NATIONAL ANTHLM, 

Throiiifh countless ages jet unborn, 

Still may our Lord’s dominion last, 

Till lij each streamlet* uatef v\orn 
The tmy pebbles that each morn 
Scarce irrthc sunlight shadows cast, 

Grow into boulders, mossj, vasti 

JEWISH SONG— 

HOMCWAKD 
A Jewish landl a Jewish homcl 
No longer all wide world to roam, 

No longer all the earth to tramp 
No longer bear the servile stamp 
No longci hide my Jewish face. 

For (car o( torture and disgrace 
No more expose my soul for sale 
And buy the air that I mhale 
Two thousand years pursued and wronged, 

My forebears hoped and pined and longed 
And every day three tunes did pray 
That God might send Redemption day 
A Jewish homcl A Jewish landl 
Still Beet of foot, still strong of hand, 

Wc answ cr. mother, to thy call 
We come, wc come, Uij children all 
From North and Soutii and West wc had 
To build thv town, to plant thj \ale 
Ihj wounds to heat, Ibj shame to dri%e 
That j ou and w e at length rcvi\ c 
From exile lands we speed to thee. 

Once more a people, toaae and Free 

— P il. Raskin. 
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MO^'TENEGRO— 

MONTENEGRO NOW ARISE 

Monteiic;{ro now arise Come from mounlam anti 
from cicn 

War clouds ;;atlicr III the skies, ijmtjeall 

men. 

Sec the focincn rusliitiii tiow-wlicrc on ImkIi onr 
standard llics, 

Ncicr to tJicm will ue Um. Mo;rte/ietfronon arise/ 


A’OA’ir/ir— 

NORSE NATIONAL AIR 

Cliddrcn of Norw.i>. the aticirnt nalionv. 

Sinu to the Inrp with a jojoits refrain. 
Mnnftill>, solcmnlj raise joiiro\-atjons. 

Sound for our country a jitonoiis strain 
Tame of onr fathers round us there Ralhers. 

Oft as our race and our land we proclaim. 
Sw elhnc of bosoms and Husliing of faces 
Honour the dearest and holiest nime 
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Dcarcsl oi lands \\\th thy mountains o( beantv, 
Fertile thy %alleys and teeming thy shore ’ 
Faith and devotion to thee is our dutj. 

Gladly our life blood for thee ue will pour, 
Stand thou um\ earipg, fame ever bearing, 

Free as the tempest that roars on the hill. 

And while thy coast meets the billow uii 
sparing, 

Fortune and Fame be thy heritage still 

Henr Auk Bjerre^aarti 
(Translntctl by W A CraigtC) 


THIS NORWAY 

Tins Norwaj, this Norwaj ...... 

It IS dear to us, so dear, 

And no people Ins a fairer land than tins our 
homchnd here, 

Oh the shepherding in spring 
WTicn the birds begin to sing. 

Wlien the mountain pcalv glitters and green grows 

the lea 

.\nii the turbulent mer sweeps brown to the sea... 
Who knows Noewaj must well understand, 
How her sons can suffer for such a Sand 


RUSSIA— 

GOD THE ALD-TERRIBLE 

God the AlWcrnble 1 Iving who ordamest 

Great wnnds Th> clanons, lightnings Thy sw ord 
hhow forth Thy pity on high where Thou reignest 
Gi\ c us peace in our time, O Lord I 
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Nij ! but I lo\e ( uhj I C'lnnot saj ) 

Her cold steppes in their silent majesty, 

Her waving woodlands in their boundless 
Her flooded rivers spreading like the sea 
I love to drive adown her country lanes 
With longing glance piercing the shades of 
Sighing for rest, to catch thro’ distant pan^s 
The glimmering of some mournful village lig^'^ 

1 love to see the smol e of smouldering 
To watch the waggons o’er the wide waste \vend , 
Or on hillside, ’mid jellowing fields to marl^ 
The pair of birch trees their white aims evte’^*^^ 
With a delight unknown except to feu, 

Love I to note Uie well-filled tUreshing-floof^’ 

The peasant’s hut, half-hidden m the straw 
Shutters with quavt carvings covered o'er , 
ssvS.Vi xio V»v>V>4w'i , 

From dew> eve till noon of night, to gaze 
Upon the dance, with stamp and whistling 
Amid the roar tlie merrj rustics raise 
•~~Ler 


SERBIA-- 


MEK OF SERBIA 

Up and arise for King and countrj I Men of Serbia 
rise as one! o 

!• reetlom calls j on, nought entlualls jon, eipund 
arise eie dawns the morning sunl 
rhro’ lorg night of i ast endeav our 5 e hav e pro' en 
gallant men and true' 

Up and onward to the Mttlel Swcids are fia'^hing 
cannons Lraahuvy! 
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Up and onwnrd to the Kittle! Men of Serbia rise 
ns one’ 

Up and arise ere da«*ns the sim’ Ri’se as one’ 


SERBIA’S KING AND SERBIA’S LAND 

God! who in hy.Konei Iiis served us Tliy people, 
Great King of Justice Jie.ir us this dav ; 

While for our country, — for Serbia’s salvation 
We. with devotion, unceasinc pray- 

Onward! Forward I Lead us ever, 

Out of eiudow' into luthi, 

Tdl our ship of State l>e anchored 

Mv* iwey />/ Thy 

Till our fOM lx* spent am! scattered 
In tlie fulness of die Light. 

Serbia’s Kinv and Serbia’s land, guard lor ever- 
more , 



And lo\c and fricndblnp pour to ion 
Acrobb the darkened doors, 

L^en as round jour -iK-ds. 

My free music pours 

The lica\'j hanging chains will fall, 

Tlic walls will crumble with a word. 

And Preedom greet jou in the light. 

And brothers gt\c jou back the sword 

— Pitslikiit (Transtnted b> M ix L.istnnn) 


SIITDEiV— 

THOU AKCIENT.IHOU GLOHIOUS, 
THOU ALP CROWED NORTH 

Thou ancient, thou glorious thou alpcrow ned North, 
\\licre freeborn and happj hearts arcbeatingl 
We had thee, thou fairest of lands on the Earth, 
Thy sun tUyskics, thy ftow’rj \allcys, greeting 
How prouldj we dwell on thy great deeds of jore, 
hat time thj mmc was lamed in storv , 

Thj sons still 'ire >'iliant and braie as btforc, 

In thee I'U h\e and die, thou land of gloryl 


rO US THERE IS j;0 FAIRER SPOT 

Our hnd, oui land, our native land, 

Ring high O word of cheerl 
No hills by heaven’s nm that stand, 

No gentle dales or folraing strand, 

Are lo\ ed more tlian our nortliland here 
The earth our sires held dear. 
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Thee the hi;.ht.bt Kmj; of tnnht 
Ixjrtl of I ijU’ 

Whett cieh Alp »ls 1.I0U tlispltjclh 

riitn the free born Switzer pn>clh, 

Doth pcrecwcnod undubHntl 

Go I Rc\calc(l ti] 1 ilhcrl uul 

Ihoii dost come mid misty shrotiil 
Thee 1 seek m sea of cloud 
llicc begotten Lord of mifiht 
Infinitct 

When from slndow \'apour srnn^,uij, 

Hreaks the sun 1(5. 

1 yieicevve and wwderstMid 

God re\taled i«\ rnthcrhiid 

Wlieu the storm strikes hill iiid field 
riiou riij self ^irt rod and field 
Thou Almikhtj Go\ernor 
Lver sure 

In the stoimy nij,hl of sorrow 

We like children fiilh will lorrow 
Still ycrceue and inderstaud 

God rc^ealcd in tatherhnd 

— d Fwyssi^ 


VKnAlNA— , 

SHALL I SEE MY DEAR LAND? 

I care not shall I see my dear 
Own land before 1 die or no 
Nor who forgets me buried here 
In desert wastes of alien snow 
Though all forget ine better so 
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A sla\e from my firsl bitter sears, 

^fost surely I shall die a sU\e 
Unbraced of any kinsmen’s tears; 

And carry with me to my grave 
ICvetything. and I leave no trace. 

No little mark to keep my place 
In the dear lost Ukraine 
Which is not onrs, though our land 
And^one shall ever understand; 

No father to his son shall say: 

"Kneel down and fold jonr hands and pray. 
He died for our Ukraina." 

I care no longer if the child 
Shall pray for me or pass me by. 

One only thing I cannot bear: 

To know my land, that was bcgvulcd 
Into a deathdrap with a he. 

Trampled and mined and dcfdcvl 
Ah, but r care, rlear God; I care' 


■T. Sheichetikc 
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And the rochet’s red glare the shells bursting in air 
Ga%e proof thro the night that our flag was still 

there 

Ohl saj doestliat star spangled banner jet 
wa\e, 

O er the land of the free and the home of the 
bra^e? 


On the shore dimlj seen through the mists of the 

deep 

There the foe s haughtj host m dread silence 
reposes 

What IS tint which the breeie oer the towenng 

steep 

Asitfitfullj blows nowconceaU now discloses? 
N ow it catches the gleam of Hie morning s first beam 
In full gtorj reflected now shines m the stream 
Tis the star spangled hannerl 0 long may it 
wave 

0 er tlie land of the free and tliehomeof the 
* braie! 


And where i8 that band who so vaimtinglj swore 
Mid the ha\oc of war and the battles con 
fusion 

\ home and a country they d lea\e us no more’ 
Their blood ba^ washed out their foul foot 
step s pollution 

No refuge could save the hireling and slave 
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the gmv e 
And the star spangled banner in triumph sliall 
wave 

O er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave I 
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Rise, je patriots, rise once more, 

For jour rights and for jour shore 1 

het no rude foe with impious hands, 
Let no rude foe with impious hands, 
Imade the shrine where sacred lies 
Of toil and blood the well earned prize ! 
While off’ring peace sincere and just, 
In heav’n wc place a manly trust, 
That truth and justice may prevail, 
And ea’rj scheme of bondage fail 


Sound, O sound the tvump of fame I 
And let Washington’s great name, 

Ring thro’ the world with loud applause, 
Ring thro’ the world with loud applause, 
I ct cv’ry clime to freedom dear, 

Come listen with a joyful ear 

\^ ilh equal skill, with steady pow’r, 

He goierns In the fearful hour 
Of hoirid war, or guides with ease 
The happier time of honest peace 


See the chief who now commands, 

Stilt to 5>etNe his country stands 

The rock on which the storm will beat, 

The rock on wh'ch the storm w ill beat , 

But arm’d m virtue firm and true 
His hopes aiefix’dqjn Heav’n ami jou 
When hope was sinking m dismay 
When gloom obscur'd Columbia’s daj, 

His steady mind, from changes free, 
Resolved on death or liberty 

—Jud^e Hojikimon 
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SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY 

My countrj, 'tis of thee, 

Sucet Land of Liberty, 

Of thee I stng , 

Land where my fathers died, 

Land of the pilfjnm’s pride, 

Fromc\erj mountainside 
Let freedom nnc 

My natuc countrj’, thee. 

Land of the noble free, 

Thy name I lo\c . 

1 lo\e thy rocks and nils 
Ihy woods and templed lulls, 

^^y heart wnth rapture thrills 
Like that abo^e, 

I,et music swell (lie breere. 

And nnfi from all the trees 
Sweet freedom’s sonfc . 

Let mortal tongues avoke , 

Let all that breathe partake . 

Let rocks their silence break. 

The sound prolong 

Our fathers' God, to ’flicc. 

Author of Liberty, 

To Thee we sing, 

I^ng maj our land be bright 
With Freedom’s holy light ,* 

IVotecl us bj Thj might. 

Great our King 

Beneilli {|<-a\rii’» giacioiiv wilt 
Tlic star of i rogre<s stilt 
Our course tloili smss . 
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In unity sublime 
To broider heights we chmb. 

Triumphant o\er Time, 

God speeds our \\a> 1 

Grand birthright of our sires. 

Our altars and our fires 
Keep we still pure ! 

Our starry flag unfurled, 

Ihe hope of all the world. 

In Peace and Light impcarled, 

God hold secure ’ 

•^Samuel Ftancts SmtiJi 


BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 

Mine eyes have seen the glory ofthe coming of the 
Lord 

He IS trampling out the vintage where the grapes 
of w rath arc stored • 

He hath loosed the fateful lightening of His tern 
ble swift sword 

His truth 15 marching on 

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never 
call retreat . 

He IS sifting out the hearts^ of men before His 
judgment seV 

Oh! be swift, my sou!, to answer Him 1 be jubilant, 
my feet \ 

Our God IS marching on 
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THE AMERICAN FLAG 

When Freedom from her mounhin height 
Unfurled her standard to the nir, 

She tore the n7ure robe ot night 
And set the stars of filorj there 
She mingled with its gorgeous d>es 
The milLj baldric of the skies, 

And stripped its pure celestial u lute 
With streakings of the morning light. 

Flag of the free heart’s hope and home * 

By angel hands to \alour gnen ! 

Thj stars ha\e lit the welkin dome, 

And all th^ hues were born m heaseii 
Forever float that standard sheet I 

Where breathes the foe but falls before us 
With Freedom’s soil beneath our feet, 

And Freedom's banner streaming o’er us? 

— / R Ornkc 

11 ESr h\ f?/£S— 

THE ISLANDS BELOVED OF THE SEA SU\ 
In waters of purple and gold 

Lie the islands belo\ed of the sun 
And he touches them one bj one 
As the beads of a losary toW, 

When the glow of tnedawn has begun 
And when to Eternity’s fold 

Time gathers the dap that is done 
No rosarj ! Isles of the West, 

Isles Antillean agleam. 

But a necklace stning out on the breast 
* Of the sea breathing low in a dream, 

In the trance of a passionate test, 

A rainbow afloat in its stream 



who am to turn mj countrj into a garden buddin;! 
with flowers I am warm Aith the warmth of mj 
heart fortheKinj* just as the Kui(* is warm with 
the lo\e for his hnd 

1 am a soldier and it is a shame for me to fly 
from the battle 6eld. To fight is my jirofession 
and occupation Here am 1 a soldier rcad> to 
sacrifice m\ head and life 

My religion is to a\engc myself on my enenu 
The Law I obci is the lo\c of my country. I am 
a soldier and on the battle field lions turn to fo\ts 
before my charge 

—(Translated by Rustam Kjoimrt Irani) 



^Imd not the old inan bcseecluiig the youni* nliit 
I ct Jiot the child s. voice be heard nor mother s 
entreaties 

M ikc even the trestles to shake the dead where 
they lie awaitmg the hearses 
So strong you thump iou lernblc drums-so loud 
you bugles blow 
—Wall Whilmaii. 


rORWARD THE DAY IS BRLAKINO 

Torwirdl the day is breaking 
Earth shall be dark no more 
Millions of men are waking 
On e\ery sea and shore 
With trumpets and with banners 
The world is marching on 
The air rin^s w ilh hosannas 
The field is fought and won 

Forwardl tlw world before us 
Listens to hear our tread 
And the calm heavens o’er us 
Smile blessings on our head 
Hope like an eagle hovers 
Above the way we go 
The shield of patience covers 
Our hearts from every (oc 

Forward' as nearer and nearer 
Draw w c unto our rest 
Jo> ous the light shines clearer 
In every faithful brcist 
5 
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Tlie past hath ceased to bind ns, 
Its chains arc Iiurled aw'ay; 
The deepest gloom betund ns 
Melts m the dawn ot dav 


HOPE FOR THE ENSLAVED. 

Ye w ho in bondage pine. 

Shut out from light divine. 

Bereft of liope: 

Whose hmbs .arc worn with cliains. 

Whose tears bcdev\ out plains, 

Whose blood our glory «5lams. 

In gloom who grope 

ShoutI for the hour draw* nigh, 

That gives )ou libertyl , 

And from the dust, 

So long jour Mlc ettvbt.vcc. 

Uprising, jxnir.phce 
Among earth’s noblest met— 

Tis right and justi 

Tiic night, the long, long night 
Of infamy .and slight, 

Shame and disgrace. 

And Blavcrj'. worse tli.m e'er 
Rome's serfs were doomed to be ir, 

Bloody Iwyond coinp.trc. 

Recedes apacel 

Lorn Africa, once more, 

As jiroudly as of >orr. 

Shall j-ct be seen 





Foremost of all the earth 
In learning, b^auty, worth— 

By dignity of birth, 

A peerless queenl 

Speed, speed the hour, O Lordl 
Spealv, and at thy dread word, 

Fetters shall fall 
From e\ery hinb— the strong 
No more the weak shall v\rong 
But Liberty’s sweet song 
Be sung bj nil I 

— Wtlliam Lloiil Gnrrtsoti 


HYMN OF THE LABOURERS 

Oh, God, who bj Tliy ‘Prophet’s Innd 
Didst snnte the rock> brake. 

Whence w alcf came, .at 1 hj a?njm uid 
Thy people’s thirst to slake 
Strike, now, upon this gramtc wall, 

Stern, obdurate, aiwl high, 

And let some drops of pit> fall 
Tor us who starve and die 

Tlie God, who took a little child 
And set him m the 
And promised him Bis mercy mild 
As by Thy Son Thou didst 
Lcok down upon our children tlear, 

So gaunt, so cold, so spare. 

And let their images appear 
Wiere Lords and Genlr} are/ 
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Oh, God, teach them to feel how ue 
When our poor infants dioop, 

Are weakened in oui trust in Tliee, 

And hou our spirits stoop, 

For in Thj rest, so bright and fair 
All tears and sorrows sleep 
And their j oung looks, so full of care. 

Would make Thine Angels weepi 

The God who with His finger drev%, 

The judgment coming on, 

Write, foi these men, ulnt must ensue 
Lre many j ears be gone 
Ob, God, \\'hose bow is in the skj 
Let them not brave and dare 
Until tliej look (too late) on high, 

Aud see an Arrow therel 

Oh, God, remind tbemi In the bread 
They brealv upon the knee, 

These sacred words maj yet be read 
“ In memory of me ” 

Oh, God, remind them of His sweet 
Compassion for the poor, 

And how He gave them bread to cat 
And went from door to door! 

Dichns 


THE IXTERNATIONAL 

Arise! je wretched of all regions! 

Arise all bound in hunger's chain! 
Now reason stirs the worker's legions, 
for lo! the end draws on amain 1 
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Away with wreckage of past nations’ 
Enslaved crowd rise at the call’ 

The world shall change from its foundations 
We that arc nothing shall be all 
Chorus 

1 he call to arms has soundcdl 
Close rani s the foe to face’ 

The Worl Crs’ International 
Shall be the human race 

We ask no aid from Gods or Caesais 
I lom haloed saiior or from king 
Tis wc 'tis we, the world s producers 
Who to our own selves help must bring 
To free the spirit from the prison 

1 o make the thief his gains disgorge, 
With mighty strokes wfe'll strike the iron 
3\\st taken glowing from our forge 
Chorus 

The law supports the state’s oppressions 
• Whilst endless taxes bleed ais w hitc 
An empty word the nchman’s duty 

And empty word the poor man s rigid 
Too long too long we’ve pined in wardship 
hqualdj seeks other lights, 

For duties should attach to lordship 
Wlule duty is odi»us without rights 
Cfceriis 

How hideous the> seem w their splendour, 
These barons of mine and of rail 
\\ hose sole art lias been but to plunder 
The workers who buffer and toil 
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What IS ours to them we’ve been handing 
Labour’s fruit sliouid to labour accrue 
A full restitution demanding, 

The people ask naught, but ivhat’s due- 
Chorus 

March onward, O, aimy of the toilers 
Of all who uork for daily breadi 
Wc‘11 give short shrift to the despoilers 
Let them m the realm of the deadi 
On our flesh have these ever been feeding 
Birds of prey since the dnu ning of daj s 
Should the> vanish the sun, unheeding 
In reckless splendour still will blve 
Chorus 

— (Tomslated bj C E Paul) 


THL LABOURING POOR 

God help the libouiing poor 
Increise their frugal store 
God save the poor 
Long through oppression's night 
Have they thought might was right 
Non with the waking light 
God rouse (he poo^ 

Cold, hunger, toil and piin 
H tie been tlic/r only gun 
God help 1 hy poor 
Teach them (hat kindl) earth 
Bringeth her fruits to birth 
First for her men of worth 
—Her toiling poor 
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1 each them to claim tlieir own 
— Garner the j^ram they ve grown 
For all Thy poor 
Now m the dawning day 
Bid them join hads and say 
With a more perfect way 
Needs be no poor 

— H L in the ‘ Clarion ” 


lift up tke people s banner 

Lift up the people s banner 
Now rising from the dust 
A million hand are ready 
To guard the sacred trust 
With steps that never falter 

And hearts tint grow more strong 
Till \ictorj ends our warfare 
We sternly mireh along 

Through ages of oppression 
We bore a heavy load * 

While others reaped the harvest 
From seeds the people sow cd 
Down In the earth we burrowed 
Or fechthe fi rnacc heats 
We felled the mighty forests 
We built the m ghty fleels 
• 

U it after bitter ages 

Of hunger and de:>patr 
Ihe sla\c has snapped his fetters 
And bids Ins foes beware 
W e will be sla%es no lonj^er 

The n ilioiis soon shill know 



That all wlio hvc must labour. 

And 3ll ulio reap must sow. 

So on w e march to battle. 

With souHhat eliall not rest 
Until the world God ijia'c us 
Is by the uorld possessed, 

And filled uilh perfect manhood, 

In beauty it shall move— 

One heart, one home, one nation, 

\\niosc king and lord is love. 

—/e-sef!i iVfitlliiier. 


MARC/I OF TUB WOME.V. 

Shout, shout up with your soujjl 

Cry with the %Miid, for tlie daun 1$ bre.iHng. 
Marclf, ntarch. swing j*ou alopgl 

Wde blows our binner .and hope Is waking. 
Song with Us story, dreams wath their glory, 
fx?, they call, and glad is their w on/ 

Forward 1 liark how it Rv\c)l9. 

Tliuiider of freedom, the \oice of the lorill 

Ix)tig. I'uig, w c lit the p.i*.t 

Cowered In dmd fiom the light 2/ he.nen 
Strong, strong sland went List, 

I’carJcis in hiib a«d with light new giien. 
Strength with Us l>cauly, (!fr with lli duty 
(Hear the voice, O hear and ol’ej’). 

These, tliese iKckon in oii. 

Open >our ocs to the blaze of i!a> ! 

Cotnradesiie who liasccLirctf. 

KiTit in the Kittle to tUisr and sorrow, 



105 


Scorned, spurned, naught !»a\e >e cared. 

Raising jour ejes to i wider morrow 
Wajs that are uearj, dajs that .are drearj. 

Tod and pain, by faith Ime jc borne 
Had, had, \ictors we stand 
Waring the wTcath that the bra\e ln\e worn. 

Life, strife, these two are onel 

Naught can j e win but b> faith and daring 
On, on, that je ha\e done. 

But for the work of todaj prepanii » 
r irm m reliance laugh in defiance 

{Laugh in hope, for sure is the end) 

March, marcli, many as one 
Shoulder to shoulder and friend to friend! 

—CIIkI Smth. 


ifARCH OF THC WORICCRS 

What IS this, the sound and lunioui 
What is this that all men hear, 

Like the wind in hollow vallcjs 

When the storm is driving near 
Like the rolling on of ocean 
In the eventide of fear? 

'Tis the people marching on 
Wither go they, and wljpnce come thej ’ 
What are these of whom je tell? 

In what country are they dwelling 

Twist the gates of heav’n and hell? 
Are they mine or thme for monej ’ 

Will they serve a master welP 

Still the rumour’s marching on 
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Chorus — 

Hail I the rolling of tlie tlninder ^ 

Lo the sun* niid lo thereunder 
Riseth wrath and hope and wonder 
And Uie host comes marching on 

For they come from finef and torment 

On they wend toward health and mirth 
All the wide world is their dwelling 
Every corner of the earth 
Ihij them sell them foi thy ser\icel 
Try the bargain what Us worth 
For the days are marchinfi on 
These are they who build th> houses 
Weaie thj raiment win thy wheat 
Smooth the rugged fill the barren 
Turn the bitter into sweet 
All ior thee this day— and ever 
WTiat reward for them is.meet 

Till the host comes marching on ? 

Clioius Hark clt 
Afany a hundred yens passed over 

Have tlie> laboured deaf and blind 
Ne\er tidings reached tlicir sorrow 
Never hope their tail might find 
Now at last they ve heard and hear it 
And the cr> comes down the wind 
And their feel arc marclimg on 
O je rich men hear and iRomblel 
For with words the so md is rife 
Once for >ou and death we labouredi 
Changed henceforward is the strife 
\\ e are men and w e shall battle 
For the world of men and hfe 
And our 1 ost is marcliing on ’ 

Chorus rrorl t'fi 



.107 


“Is it war, then? Will jc perish 
As the drj’ wood m the fire. 

Is it peace? Then be >c of us, 

LH your hope be our desire. 

Come and li\c' for life awaketh, 

And the world shall never tire; 

And the hope is marching on.” 

“On we march, then, we the workers, 

And the rumour tlial ye liear 
Is tlic blended sound of battle 

And deUverauce drawing ne.\r. 

For the hope of every creature 
Is the banner that we bear, 

And the world is marching on.” 

Chorus, HarJc, clc. 
r ~-’\VtUtctut Morris, 


AMAKCHINp SONG OF YOUTH. 
{ruse, LA MAltSCIiLMSh.). 

Whose feet are those upon.tlie mountains 
Like dawn earth's darkened vales above? 
Whose ejes arc those like burning fonntauis 
Of courage, purity and love? {Rcf'cat.) 

This, this is Yontii, whom every Nation 
Awaits to right its ancient wrong. 

And tune the hearts of men to song 
Of brotherhood that brings salvation, 

(Sinfi/e voice) Ansel * 

(Boys) We hear tliy call 1 
(Si»g/c t»oic<r) Arise’ 

(Girls) We answer all’ 

(.1//) We march beneath Ihy thg unfurled 

^ Youth shall reshape the world ” 

— //. Ceusut. 
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OWVARD BROTH CRS 


Oiiw »rd brothers march still oii« ird 
Stdo bj side and hand m hind 
\ c ire bound for man s true kingdom 
Vc arc an increasing bind 
riiough the way seem often doubtful 
Hard the toil je maj endure 
riiough at times jour courage falter 
et the firomt^cil Lind is sure 
Olden sij,cs siw it dimlj 

And their jo> to rapture wrotij,hl 
! iMU« men have Ri^ed upon it 

Standing on the lulls of thought 
\I1 the past Ins done and suffered 
Ml the daring and the strife 
Ml ha» helped to mould the future 
^iakc man master of fiia life 
Still I raic ilccds ai d kind arc nctd al 
Vt I Ic t!iou^,hU nid fcclini.s f i r 
> c loo must be strong ind suffer 
^ c loo ln\c to do and djrc 
Oiwanl brothers m irch still onward 
Maii.!i still onward hand in hand 
fill 5 e sec at last m in * kii gdo n 
Till >e reach tl c promised Lind 

■^Uncl'd tJhs 


IIIL PI OPI LS ANTIH M 
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Floucrs of Thy heart, O God, arc Ihcy, 

Let them not pass, hkc weeds awa> — 

Their heritage a sunless daj ’ 

God save the pcopfel 

Shall crime bring crime for c\u. 

Strength aiding still the strong’ 

Is it Thy will, O hather, 

That man shall toil for wrong? 

“No! ’ say Thy motintains. ‘No! ’ Thj skies 
"Man’s cloud^ sun shall briglillj rise, 

And songs be heard instead of sighs’" 

God sa\e the people’ 

When wilt Thou sa\e the people’ 

0 God of mercyl when? 

Tlic people, Lord, the people! 

Not thrones and crowns, but men! 

God saac the people! Thine llicj arc, 

Tlis children as rtimc angels fair 
Sut from bondage and despair! 

God saac the people! 

— Lhciie er tllioll 


THE RED FLAG, 

1 he people's fl ig is deepest red 
It shrouded oft our martyred dead, 

And ere their limbs grew stiff or cold, 
Their heart,s’ blood djed its every fold 
Chorus-^ 

Then raise the scarlet standard high! 
Withm its shade w^ll li\c and die 
1 hough cowards flinch or traitors sneer, 
We’ll keep the Red Flag flying here 
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Look round’ tlie rrenclinuin loves its blaze, 
‘ The sturdy German ch'uits its praise; 

In Moscow’s vaults its h^miis are sunt'. 
Cliicago swells the surging throng. 

Chorus, Then raise, etc. 

It waved above our infant might, 

When all aliead seemed dark as night, 

It witnessed many a deed and vo\v,-~ 

We must not ch mge its colour now. 

Chorus, Tlien raise, etc 

It well recalls the tiiumplis past 
It gives the hope of peace at last 
The banner bnght, the symbol p/atti, 

Of human right and human gain 

Chorus, Then raise, ek 

It suits tO'day the weak and base, , 

Whose nimds are fiKed on pelf and place, 

To cringe before the rich man’s frown 
And haul the sacred emblem down 
Chorus, Then raise, etc 

With liuids uncovi.red tv^ear wcall 
To bear it onward till we fall, 

Come dungeon dark, or gallows grim. 

This song shall be our partuig hjmn. 

Chorus, Then raise, etc, 

— C»J, CouitcH. 



SAY NOT THK STRUOGLC NOUGHT 
AYAILETH. 


S'ly not, the struggle nought avatleth, 

The labour and the wounds are \'ain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things ha\e been they remain 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars , 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed, 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 

And but for you possess the field 

For while the tired tta\es, vainly breaking, 

Seem here no painful inch to gain 
Far bad , through creeks and inlets inal Ing 
Comes silent flooding in, the mam 

And not by eastern windows only. 

When daylight comes comes m the hcht 
In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly 
But westward, look ’ the land is bright 

—Arthur Hii^h Clough 


SAT NOT THEY DIE 

Say not they die, those martyr souls j 
Whose life is wini^d with purpose fine , 
Who leaves us pointing to the goals 
Who learn to conquer and resign 

Such cannot die they vanquish time • 
And fill the world with growing lit.ht 
Making the human life sublime 

With mem’ries of tlieijr sacred might 
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They cannot die whose lives ire part 
Of that great life which is to be 
Wiose hearts beat with the world s great head, 
And throb w ith its high destinj 

Then mourn not those who d^ing gave 
A gift of greater light to man 
Death stands abashed before the brave 
Thej ow n a life he niaj not baa 

—M ilcoh / Quni 


SCOUTS 01 ALL THL WOKLD 

Let us march and sing together from whatever 
dime we come 

Or wlialever Kind of weather have left behind 
at home 

Be it cold with ice ai d snow m> Joys or heat 
, Willi tropic ra n 
Let us smile and whistle till we meet aivam I 
Tor a Scout meets Scout aslrotlier in wliatever 
, plii,eilbe 

And saluting one another as » tol en thej ire 
free 

And are not the slave of tyrants but will honour 
what IS true 

As their Chief has shown each one the way to 
do 

So will grow league of nations that will cause all 
war to cease 

And to future generations I ring tlic fruits of 
happy peace 

Then tliose men will I e the leaders who have coiir 
ai.e to do rigl t 

And old wroni^s tlieonl) foes wehave to lli.lit 
Let us march and smg together etc etc 



THE SOCIALIST MARCH 

Ihc flag unfurls, the bugles call us, 

Up, Socialists, in close array I 
Shake off the shakles that enthral us 

Let Labour burst her bonds to day ’ 

The joy of earth and sun and sky, 

The dawn of Light and Liberty, 

To all the People Now, Forc\cr I 

This be the goal of our endeavour, ' 

Let this be Labour’s battle cry I 
Outs, ours is Right and Victory t 

Ye countless million Brother-toilers 

In mine and mill, by field and wave, ' 

Who give jour lives for your despoilcrs, 

And for a scanty pittance slave, 

Why cringe so long m joyless plight ? 

The cry resounds “ Unite 1 Unite ! 

Put off your fetters Now, Forever 1 
Chorus, This be thb goal, etc 

Not ours to wield the spear and sabre, 

Not ours to fight with sword and 'lave , 
Abo^e the serried hosts of Labour 

Behold the Flag of Freedom wave I 
Let peace prevail, and blessings come 
Of Joy and Hope in every home, 

For all the workers Now, Forever 1 
Chorus, This be the goal, etc 

— H D Hrtrfttf/i (from the German) 
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THE VOICE OF FREEDOM 

Loud across the world it nngeth, we Inve hevd 
it m our sleep— 

We have heard and we Jiavc uakened, thoui'h our 
slumbering was deep 

Many a man whose heart nigh failed him in the 
long and weary night. 

Now with soul aglow is watching for the dawning 
of the !ight 

And the voice o’er all the nations has gone forth 
upon the wind, 

Bearing hope to those desAiiring, sight to those 
who wandered blind, 

"Wake, oh men,” the loud \oice cnctli, "wake, if 
je be men indeed, 

Will ye sleep and slumber ever, bound to serve a 
tyrant’s greed? 

Surely all too long, oli toilers, Inve yc been the 
slaves of gold , 

Arc jc men, or have ye quite forgotten of your 
sires of old? 

Hope not Freedom from the masters who reap 
pleasure from your pain. 

All the freedom they would give you is but leng. 
theiiing of the chain 

WTien they sec > c pale and restless, they m-iy leng. 
then it I whit, * 

Soothing yc tlic while to ’>lutnbcr. tint ye f>e con 
tent with it 

ShilvC it,/foni you i/together come tfisp hinifs, 
the night IS hte 

And the golden dawn Is niislmig round llic 

tiJtcrii gate 
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And we rise, our chains upon us, at the voice that 
thriHs us through 

Lo, the piteous sight that greets us, we are but a 
weakened few, 

And around us lie our comrades, knowing not the 
bonds they w ear. 

Seeing not the light w e gaze at, feeling not the 
hope we bear 

Loudly, loudly let us call them Sec them rising 
one bj one 

Till our little band grows stronger underneath the 
rising sun 

Free we must be In our souls the seraph voice 
of Liberty 

Thrills till every chord is trembling as a harp 
string’s melodj 

See the clouds begin to scatter, brighter, brightei 
grows the daj ,* 

Happy we to see the morning hold the long, long 
night at baj 1 

Wc, the toilers, shall no* longer be the passn c 
driven slaves, 

We have seen a nobler future What though 
pierced with many graves 

Be the way that leads to freedom? Shall we shun 
the glorious day 

Though our ver> names should perish in the 
eagerness of fray? 

I o our hearts aie set upon it and our feet aie on 
the road 

Burn the bridge and let us forward — on to 
Liberty’s abodcl * 


— Bred Henderson 



THLSE THINGS SHALL B1 


1 licsc Uiiiigs shill be I 1 loftier ncc 

rinii e’er theworld hath 1 noun ‘>sc 
W iDi Ihme of freedonj jo tlieir souls 
And light of science m their ejes 

Uicy shall be gentle bri\e and strong 
To spill no drop of blood but dire 
All tint ttny phnt nun’s lordship firm 
On earth and fire ind sci ind nr 

\ ition uith nitron Inid uitli land 

Unarm d shill Inc is comndcs fret 
In Cl rj licirt ind brain shill throb 
The pulse of one fi iternitj 

Ncu iris shill bloom of loftier niouhl 
And mightier imisic thrill the skies 
And c\tO life shall be isong 
\Mien all earth is piridisc 

riicbC things-— thej ire no drcim— I c 
Tor hippier men uhen uc ire gone 
riiose golden dij-s for them sinll di« n 
Tnnscendiiig luglit uc gizc upon 
— / A 


TRUE FREI DOM 

itfen u/iise boast it « lint 50 
Come of fithers braic and free — 

It there breathe on eirtli a sh\c 
Arc >c truly fret and bra\c ? 
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U ye do not feel the Cham 
When it works a brother’s 
Are ye not base slaves tnde^. 

Slaves unworthy to be freed ? 

Is true freedom but to break 
Tetters for our ow n dear sake. 

And with leathern hearts forget 
That w e ow e mankind a debt ? 

No 1 true freedom is to share 
All the chains our brothers wear, 

And with heart and hand to be 
Earnest to make others free * 

They are slaves who fear to si eak 
Tor the fallen and the weal* ,1 
They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing and abuse. 

Rather than in silence shrink 
From the truth they needs must think , 

They are slaves who dare not be 
In the right with two or three 

• — James Russel LoueH 


UNION HYMN 

Lo I we ansvser ! see we come 
Quick at Freedom’s holy call 
We come, vvecotne, we come, we come, 
To do the glorious work of all 
And hark > we raise from sea to sea 
The sacred waitchword Libertj I 


God IS our guide I from field, from wave, 

prom plough, from anvil, and from loom 
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We come ourcounry's rights to save 
And speak a tyrant faction's doom 
And hark. I we raise from sea to sea 
The sacred wafchnord, Liberty 1 
God IS our guide I no swords \ve draw 
We kindle not war’s liattle-fires 
By union justice reason, taw 

We chim the birthright of our sires 
We raise the watchword Liberty 
We Will we will we will be free ' 


WE ARE FIGHTING THE FIGHT 

We are fighting the fight, we are fighting the fight 
For the cause of ttie world we are fighting the fightl 
We will march side by side tho the world 
mi} be wide 

Yet as wide as the world is tlig fing we have im 
fiffJed 

We arc fightini, the fight we iie fighting tliL figlit 
I or freedom ind love I’le ire fighting the fight 

In Libertj's name come sorrow oi shame 
We serve her and <nre not for worlds pmse or 
blamcl 

And the harder the way and the hotter the day 
The greater the glory in fighting we sayl 

Clioriis We nr*j fighting etc 
Though long be the night the day will be bright 
Wlien the sun of oiii Freedom shall rise m its 
mifijvi 

True comrades stand fast blithe night be o erpast 
And hes be dead and Imtb conquer at last 

Chorus We arc fighting etc 
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And of ns may men say m heavenly day , 

That \vc shrank not from treading the dangeroub 

way 

Oh' be glad tint it is ours to sow seed in these 
hours 

Tho others may gather th^ fruits and flowers 

Chords We are fighting etc 


— E Neshit 


WE ARE FREE 

Ltlie lighning s flash 
Upon the foe 
We burst and laid 
Their glories low I 
Like mountain—floods 
We on them came — 

Like withering blast 
Of scorching fl1me 
Like hurucane 

Upon tlic sea — 

Shout shout again — 

Shout ]Ve arc free^ 

\\ e struck for t od — 

Wc strucl for life— 

W e strucl for sue — 

We strucl for wife— 

We struck for home— ^ 

We struck for all 
Tint man doth lose 
By bearing thrall * 

\\ e struck against chains 
For liberty ' 

Now for our painSr 

Shout Wc arefree\ 
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Give to the slam 
A sigh— a tear 
A curse to those 

Who spohe o{ fear! 

Then eat jour bread 
In peace ; for now 
TJje tj’rant's pride 
Is lying low 1 
His strength Is brohen— 

His minions flee — 

The Voice hath spoken — 

Sliout, Wc are free\ 

^Robert t^tcoU 


SONG OF THE SANNYASIN. 

We up the notel the song that had its birth 
Far off. where worldly tamt could never reach— 
In nioiuitain caves, and glades of forest deep, 
Whose calm no sigh for lust or w calth or fame 
Could ever daic to break, where rolled the itre-iui 
Of knowledge, trutli and bliss that follows both 
Sing high that note, Saimyasm boldl s.iy. 

' Oni Tht Sat Om” 

Strike off thy fetters! Bond:, that bind thee down, 
Of shining gold, or darker, baser ore, 

Love, hate — good, bad — and all the dual throng 
Know, slave is slave, caressed or whipped, not 
« free 

For fetters though of gold are not less strong to 
bind. 

Then, oil with them, Sannjasm boldl say, 

“Oni Tat Sat Oml" 
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Let darkness go’ The \\il!-o-thc-wisp that leads 
With blinking hghWo pile more gloom on gloom. 
This thirst for life, for-ever quench: it drags 
From birth to death, and death to birth the soul 
He conquers all who conquers self Know this 
And never yield, Sannyastn boldl say, 

“Om Tat Sat Om I" 

“Who sows must reap,” they say. and ‘Cause 
must bring 

'llie sure effect , good, good, bad, bad, and none 
Escape the law But whoso wears a form 
Must wear the chain ’* Too true, but far beyond 
Both name and form is Atman ever free 
Know thou art That, Sannyasm bold’ say, 

"Om Tat Sat Om!” 

They know no truth who dream such vacant dreams 
As father, mother, children, wife and friend 
The sexless Self — whose father He? whose child? 
Whose friend, whose foe is He who is but one? 
The Self is all in all none else exists 
And thou art That, Sannyasm boldl say, 

“Om Tat Sat 0ml” 


Theie is but One— The Piee — The Knower — Selfl 
Without a name, without a form, or stain 
In Him IS Ma>a, dreaming all the dream, 

The Witness, He appears as nature, soul ^ 
Know thou art That, Sannyasm bold* say, ^ 

"Om Tat Sat Om'” 
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Where seekest thou? That freedom friend this 
. world 

Nor that can give In books and temples 
Vain thy search Thine only is the hand tint holds 
The rope that drags thee on then cease lament 
Let go thy hold Sannyasin boldl say, 

* Om Tat Sat OmI 


Say Peace to all From me no danger be 
To aught that lives In those that dwell on liiji 
In those that lowly creep I am the Self of all 
AH life both here and there do I renounce 
All heavens earths andhells all hopes and fears 
Thus cut thy bonds Sannyasin bold! say 

Om Tat Sat Om 


Heed then no more how body lives or goes 
Its task IS done Jet Karma Iioal il down 
Let one put garlands on another 1 ick ^ 
i his frame sa> /laught No praiseor bhme cm U. 
Where praiscr praised aiidbhmcr blamed are one 
Thus be thou calm Sannyasin boldl say, 

Om lat Sat 0ml 


Truth never conics where just and fame and greed 
Of gam reside No man who thinks of woman 
As his Wife can ever perfect be 
Nor he who owns however little nor lit 
\\honf<«ngcr chains can ever pass tlirough Majas 
gates 

So gi'<^ these iij S-iriRyas n Midi say 

Om Tat Sat Oml 
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Have thou no home. What home can hold thee, 
friend? 

The sky thy roof, the grass thy bed, and food, 
What chance may bring, wcU cooked or lU, ludge 
not 

No food or drink can taint tint noble self 
Which knows itself Like rolling river, free 
Thou ever be, Sannsasin bold* say, 

"Oin Tat Sat 0ml” 

Fen only know the truth, the rest will hate 
And laugh at thee, great one, but pay no heed 
Go thou, the free, from place to place, and help 
Them out of darkness, Maya’s veil, without 
The fear of pam or search of pleasure, go 
Beyond them both, Sannyasin bold! say, 

“Om Tat Sat Om'” 

Thus, day by day, till Karma’s powers spent 
Release soul for ever. No more is birth, 

Nor I o^hou, nor God or*man The I 
Became the all, the all is 1 and bhssi 
Know thou art That, Sannyasin bold' saj, 

” Om Tat Sat Om!” 
•— Swown Vtvelianandii 

ETERNAL YOUTH OF NATIONS 

The Eternal Youth is shining 
In the world of vernal flowers, 

In all the creepers entwining, 

—■In fragrant forest bowers i 


And, now, then let us throng 
From distant climes and places, 
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With seeds of science and sonfi, 

— Proffered by all our races 

Across the dividing sliores. 

Our //JHard Union, broods. 

That, all our scars, ignores. 

And sweetens o\ir petty feuds I 

An inipiUsc to thought and action 
Is Love’s one precious gift I 
That effects a subtle attraction 
Towards our higher uplift I 

The spirit that flowers mMan 
Is only the Truth supreme 
W^ich, all we must and can 
And do but hv e and dream I 
A splendour of deathless hopes 
A wealth of unknown measure 
Awaits our spirit tliat gropes 
In search of its long-lost treasure 1 

Tins spirit IS eternally plajiug 
With smiles and loves and jojs I 
It sits, in silence, weighing 
Earth, man, and Cod— its toys 1 

This spirit of Eternal Youth 
Renews our cultures grey. 

Brings dy mg blooms to frwit. 

And the dismal night to a day I 

A blossom Iluat never fades 
A as fresh as Tnitli 

A light that knows no shades 
Is tins— Our f terra! Voutli I 

III, hr., (, I /.IV/ 
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